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MANFRED : 

A DRAMATIC POEM.* 



'There are more thini^s in heaven and earth, UonAio, 
Taan are dreamt of m your philosophy." 



• ["You may call it a 'Poem' for it is no Drama— a •Poem in Dialogue/ or— 
Pantomime/ if you will; anything but a green-room synonyme ! " 

Lord B. to Mr, Mwrrajf.} 



TOL. I. 



INTKODUCTION TO MANFEED. 



" M anfbbd" was begun in Switzerland, during the summertourof 1816, 
and completed at Venice, in February, 1817. Lord Byron described 
it as " a poem in dialogue, of a very wild, metaphysical, and inexpli* 
cable kind," composed with an absolute horror of the stage, and with 
a view to render its representation impossible. " 1 have really and 
truly," he said, " no notion whether it is good or bad ; and as this was 
not the case with the principal of my former publications, I am, there- 
fore, inclined to rank it very humbly. The two first acts are the best, 
the third so-so; but I was blown with the first and second heats." 
In proof of the sincerity of his depreciatory language, he offered the 
copyright to Mr. Murray for SOO guineas, and added a permission to 
destroy the MS. if Mr. Gifford thought meanly of the piece. The critic 
did condemn unequivocally that final act which Lord Byron had com- 
posed with exhausted feelings. The sentence was faithfully trans- 
mitted by the publisher, and was received penitentially by the poet. 
"The speech," he replied, "of Manfred to the Sun, is the only part of 
the act I thought good myself; the rest is certainly as bad as bad can 
be, and I wonder what possessed me. Like the Archbishop of Grenada's 
homily (which savoured of the palsy) it has the dregs of my fever, 
during which it was written. I will try and reform it, or re-write it 
altogether ; but the impulse is gone, and I have no chance of making 
anything out of it." He succeeded, however, in rekindling his imagi- 
nation, and the conclusion of the poem is now in keeping with the 
preceding acts. The more he corrected, and the longer he considered his 
performance, the better he liked it, and he ended by calling " Manfred " 
" one of the best of his misbegotten." Gait goes farther, and pronounces 
it indisputably the greatest of Lord Byron's works. This has not been 
the Judgment of the world, though it is universally ranked in the first 
class, as being equally grand in conception and execution. "The 
hero," said the author, " is a kind of magician who is tormented by a 
species of remorse, the cause of which is left half imexplained." Yet 
the cause is not so dimly shadowed forth, but that the poet has made it 
obvious, that the hero and his sister— 

" Had loved each other as thejr shonld not love ; " 
that this lawless affection had brought some unexplained, but dreadful 
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deRtruction upon Astarte, and that Manfred survives to be tortured by 
the retrospect of their guilty life and her bloody end. He stalks about, a 
lonely and mysterious figure, amid the tremendous desolation of the 
congenial Alps, giving vent to his vretchednesS| and demanding in 
vain from the spirits of Earth, Air, and Water, over whom he has 
power, oblivion of the past ; for all his passions are merged in the 
desire of forgetfulness, and he would welcome annihilation to be rid 
of his convulsive conscience. To this hell of a perturbed spirit he 
alone submits his otherwise unconquerable will; in all else he is 
haughtiness itself, is loftily defiant of physical suffering, and fears as 
little as he hopes. Nothing earthly has a hold upon his mind save 
the beauties of creation, which win his notice, and extort his homage 
in the worst paroxysms of his stern despair. The machinery is 
supernatural, and the hero is endowed with a terrible majesty beyond 
the might of mortality. It is plain, nevertheless, that he was merely 
a living original magnified to sublimity. " It is much," said the poet 
of his drama, " in my old style, but what could I do ? Without exertion 
of some kind I should have sunk under my imagination and reality." 
The reality was, as usual, the soul which animated the fiction. The 
remorseful Manft%d, seeking rest and finding none, is the poet's picture 
drawn with a Miltonic pencil, at the period when with " wandering 
steps and slow," he turned his back for ever upon his wife, his child, 
and his native land. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

♦ ■ 

Manfbed. 
Chamois IIunteb. 
Abbot of St. Maubicb. 
Manuel. 

^EBUAX. 

Witch op the Alts. 

Abimanes. 

Nemesis. 

The Destinies. 

Spibits, &c. 



Tfie Scene of the Drama is amongst the Higher Alps— partly in 
the Castle 0/ Man/redf and partly in the Mountains. 



MANFRED; 



ACT I. 



SCBins I.— Mahfred alone.— Scene, a Gothic Gallery.— Time, 

Midnight. 

Man. The lamp must be replenish'd, but even then 
It will not bum so long as I must watch : 
My slumbers — if I slumber — are not sleep, 
But a continuance of enduring thought. 
Which then I can resist not : in my heart 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 
To look within ; and yet I live, and bear 
The aspect and the form of breathing men. 
But grief should be the instructor of the wise ; 
Sorrow is knowledge ; they who know the most 
Must mourn the deepest o'er the fatal truth, 
The Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. 
Philosophy and science, and the springs 
Of wonder, and the wisdom of the world, 
I have essay'd, and in my mind there is 
A power to make these subject to itself — 
But they avail not : I have done men good. 
And I have met with good even among men — 
But this avail'd not : I have had my foes, 
And none have baffled, many fallen before me — 
But this avail'd not : — Good, or evil, life. 
Powers, passions, all I see in other beings, 
Have been to me as rain unto the sands, 
Since that all-nameless hour. I ha.\e no ^ly^^i^. 
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And feel the curse to have no natural fear, 

Nor fluttering throb, that beats with hopes or wishes^ 

Or lui'king love of something on the earth. 

Now to my task. — 

Mysterious Agency ! 
Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe ! ^ 
Whom I have sought in dai'kness and in light — 
To, who do compass earth about, and dwell 
In subtler essence — ^ye, to whom the tops 
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts,^ 
And earth's and ocean's caves familiar things — 
I call upon ye by the written chaiin 
Which gives me power upon you — Rise ! Appear ! 

[^ pause. 
They come not yet. — Now by the voice of him 
Who is the first among you— by this sign, 
Which makes you tremble — ^by the claims of him 

Who is undying, — Rise ! Appear ! Appear ! 

[A pause. 
If it be so — Spirits of earth and air. 
Ye shall not thus elude me : by a power, 
Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 
Which had its birthplace in a star condemn'd, 
The burning wreck of a demolish'd world, 
A wandering hell in the eternal space ; 
By the strong curse which is upon my soul. 
The thought which is within me and around me, 
I do compel ye to my will. — Appear ! 

[A star IS seen at the darker end of the gallery • it is stationary ; 
and a voice is heard singing. 



First Spirit. 

Mortal I to thy bidding bow'd, 
From my mansion in the cloud, 
Which the breath of twilight builds, 
And the summer s sunset gilds 
With the azure and vermilion, 
\Vhich is mix'd for my pavilion ; * 
Though thy quest may be forbidden, 
On a star-beam I have ridden : 
To thine adjuration bow'd. 
Mortal — be thy wish avow'd \ 



Scene 1.] MANFRED. 

Voice of the Second Spibit.I 

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ; 

They crown'd him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds, 

With a diadem of snow. 
Around his waist are forests braced. 

The Avalanche in his hand ; 
But ere it fall, tliat thundering ball 

Must pause for my command. 
The Glacier's cold and restless mass 

Moves onward day by day ; 
But I am he who bids it pass, 

Or with its ice delay. 
I am the spirit of the place, 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to his cavem'd base — 

And what with me woidd'st Thou f 

Voice of Hie Third Spirit. 

In the blue depth of the waters, 

Where the wave hath no strife. 
Where the wind is a stranger. 

And the sea-snake hath life. 
Where the Mermaid is decking 

Her green hair with shells, 
Like the storm on the surface 

Came the sound of thy spells ; 
O'er my calm Hall of Coral 

The deep echo roU'd — 
To the Spu'it of Ocean 

Thy wishes unfold ! 

FoDBTu Spirit. 

Where the slumbering earthquake 

Lies pillow'd on fire. 
And the lakes of bitumen 

Rise boilingly higher ; 
Where the roots of the Andes 

Stiike deep in the earth, 
As their summits to heaven 

Shoot soaringly forth ; 
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I have quitted my birthplace, 

Thy bidding to bide — 
Thy spell hath subdued me. 

Thy will be my guide ! 

Fifth Spirit. 

I am the Rider of the wind. 

The Stirrer of the storm ; 
The hurricane I left behind 

Is yet with lightning warm ; 
To speed to thee, o'er shore and sea 

I swept upon the blast : 
The fleet I met sail'd well, and yet 

'T will sink ere night be past. 

Sixth Spirit. 

My dwelUng is the shadow of the night, 
Vfhj doth thy magic torture me with light? 

Seventh Spirit. 

The star which rules thy destiny 

Was ruled, ere earth began, by mo : 

It was a world as fresh and fau* 

As e'er revolved round sun in air ; 

Its course was fi-ee and regulai*. 

Space bosom'd not a lovelier star. 

The hour arrived — and it became 

A wandering moes of shapeless flame, 

A pathless comet, and a curse. 

The menace of the universe; 

Still rolling on with innate force. 

Without a sphere, without a course, 

A bright deformity on high. 

The monster of the upper sky ! 

And thou ! beneath its influence bom — 

Thou worm ! whom I obey and scorn — 

Forced by a power (which is not thine. 

And lent thee but to make thee mine) 

For this brief moment to descend. 

Where these weak spirits round thee bend 

And pai'ley witli a thing like thee — 

What would'st thou, Child of Clay ! with me ? 
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The Sbvbh Spibits. 

Earth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star. 
Are at thy beck and bidding. Child of Clay ! 

Before thee at thy quest their spirits are — 

What would'st thou with us, son of mortals — say ? 

Man. Forgetfulness— — 

First Spirit. Of what — of whom — and why ? 

Man. Of that which is within me ; read it there — 
Ye know it, and I cannot utter it. 

Spirit. We can but give thee that which we possess : 
Ask of us subjects, sovereignty, the power 
O'er earth — ^the whole, or portion — or a sign 
Which shall control the elements, whereof 
We ai*e the dominators, — each and all, 
These shall be thine. 

Man. Oblivion, self-oblivion ! 

Can ye not wring from out the hidden realms 
Ye offer so profusely what I ask ? 

Spirit. It is not in our essence, in our skill ; 
But — thou may'st die. 

Man. Will death bestow it on me ? 

Spint. AVe are immortal, and do not forget ; 
We are eternal ; and to us the past 
Is, as the future, present. Art thou answer'd ? 

Man. Ye mock me — but the power which brought yo here 
Hath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will ! 
The mind, the spirit, the Promethean spark. 
The lightning of my being, is as bright. 
Pervading, and far darting as your own, 
And shall not yield to yours, though coop'd in clay ! 
Answer, or I will teach you what I am. 

Spirit. We answer as we answer'd ; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Man. Why say ye so 1 

Spirit. If, as thou say'st, thine essence be as ours. 
We have replied in telling thee, the thing 
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us. 

Man. I then have call'd ye from your realms in vain ; 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me. 

Spirit. Say, 

What we possess we offer ; it is thine : 
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BetHnk ere thou dismiss us ; ask again ; 

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of days ■ 

Man, Accursed ! what have I to do with days ? 
They are too long already. — Hence — hegone ! 

Spirit, Yet pause : being here, our will would do thee ser- 
vice; 
Bethink thee, is there then no other gift 
Which we can make not worthless in thine eyes 1 

Man, No, none : yet stay — one moment, ere we part, 
I would behold ye face to face. I hear 
Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds. 
As music on the waters ; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear lai*ge star ; 
But nothing more. Approach me as ye arc. 
Or one, or all, in your accustom'd forms. 

^piHt. We have no forms, beyond the elemeuts 
Of which we are the mind and principle : 
But choose a form — in that we will appear. 

Man, I have no choice ; there is no form on earth 
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let him. 
Who is most powerful of ye, take such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting — Come ! 

Seventh Spirit. {Appeanng in the shape of a beautiful female 
figure). Behold ! 

Man, Oh God ! if it be thus, and thou 
Art not a madness and a mockery, 
I yet might be most happy. I >vill clasp thee, 

And we again will be [Tfie figure vanishes. 

My heart is crush'd ! 

[Manfred falls senseless. 

(A Coke is heard in the Incantation which follou-s.) * 

When the moon is on the wave, 

And the glow-worm in the grass, 
And the meteor on the grave, 

And the wisp on the moi-ass ; * 
When the falling stai'S are shooting, 
And the answer'd owls are hooting, 
And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill. 
Shall my soul be upon thine. 
With a power and with a sign. 
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Though thy slumber may be deep, 

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep ; 

There are shades which will not vanish, 

There are thoughts thou canst not banish ; 

By a power to thee unknown, 

Thou canst never be alone ; 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou ai't gathered in a cloud ; 

And for ever shalt thou dwell 

In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou seest me not pass by. 
Thou sholt feel me with thine eye 
As a thing that, though unseen, 
Must be near thee, and hath been ; 
And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast tum'd around thy head, 
Thou shalt marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot. 
And the power which thou dost feel 
Shall be what thou must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verse 
Hath baptised thee with a curse ; 
And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare ; 
In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice ; 
And to thee shall night deny 
All the quiet of her sky ; 
And the day shall have a sun, 
Which shall make thee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 

An essence which hath strength to kill ; 

From thy own heart I then did wring 

The black blood in its blackest spring ; 

From thy own smile I snatch'd the snake. 

For there it coil'd as in a brake ; 

From thy own lip I drew the charm 

"Which gave all these their chiefest harm ; 

In proving every poison kno^^^l, 

I found the strongest was thiiiQ o\?ti. 
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By the cold breast and serpent smile, 

By thy unfathom'd gulfs of guile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye. 

By thy shut soul's hypocrisy ; 

By the perfection of thine art 

Which pass'd for human thine own heart * 

By thy delight in others' pain, 

Aid by thy brotherhood of Cain, 

I call upon thee ! and compel 7 

Thyself to be thy proper Hell ! 

And on thy head I pour the vial 

Which doUi devote thee to this trial ; 

Kor to slumber, nor to die. 

Shall be in thy destiny ; 

Though thy death shsdl still seem near 

To thy wish, but as a fear ; 

Lo ! the spell now works around thee. 

And the clankless chain hath bound thee ; 

O'er thy heart and brain together 

Hath the word been pass'd — now wither ! 



SCENE II. 

The Mountain qf the Jungfrau. — Time, Afomin^.— MA-xraED 

aJone vpon the Clifft* 

Man. The spirits I have raised abandon me. 
The spells which I have studied baffle me, 
The remedy I reck'd of tortured me ; 
I lean no more on superhuman aid ; 
It hath no power upon the past, and for 
The future, till the past be gulf d in darkness. 
It is not of my search. — ^My mother Earth ! 
And thou fresh breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains, 
Why are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye. 
And thou, the bright eye of the universe. 
That openest over all, and unto all 
Art a delight — ^thou shin'st not on my heart. 
And you, ye crags, upon whoae extreme edge 
I stand, and on the torrent's brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
In dizziness of distance ; when a leap, 
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A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 

My breast upon its rocky bosom's bed 

To rest for ever — ^wherefore do I pause ? 

I feel the impulse — yet I do not plunge ; 

I see the peril — ^yet do not recede ; 

And my brain reels — and yet my foot is firm : 

There is a power upon me which withholds, 

And makes it my fatality to live, — 

If it be life to wear within myself 

This barrenness of spirit, and to be 

My own soul's sepulchre, for I have ceased 

To justify my deeds unto myself — 

The last infirmity of evil. Ay, 

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister, 

[An ettgle passes. 
Whose happy flight is highest into heaven, 
Well may'st thou swoop so neai* me — I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets ; thou art gone 
Where the eye cannot follow thee ; but thine 
Yet pierces downward, onward, or above, 
With a pervading vision. — Beautiful ! 
How beautiful is all this visible world ! 
How glorious in its action and itself ! 
But we, who name oiu^elves its sovereigns, we. 
Half duatf half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, with our mix'd essence make 
A conflict of its elements, and breathe 
The breath of degradation and of pride. 
Contending with low wants and lofty will, 
Till our mortality predominates. 
And men are — what they name not to themselves, 
And trust not to each other. Hark ! the note, 

[The Sheplierd's pipe in t/ie distance is heard. 

The natural music of the mountain reed — 

For here the patriarchal days are not 

A pastoral fable — pipes in the liberal air, 

Mix'd with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd ; ^ 

My soul would drink those echoes. Oh, that I were 

The viewless spirit of a lovely sound, 

A living voice, a breathing harmony, 

A bodiless enjoyment — bom and dying 

With the blest tone which made me 1 
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Enter from beloio a Guauois IIuJiTEri. 

Chamoia Uwnter, Even so 

This way the chamois leapt : her nimble feet 
Have baffled me ; my gains to-day will scarce 
Repay my break-neck travail —What is hero ? 
Who seems not of my trade, and yet hath reach'd 
A height which none even of our mountaineers, 
Save our best himtei's, may attain : his garb 
Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air 
Proud as a free-born peasant's, at this distance : 
I will approach him nearer. 

Man. {not perceimng tlie other) To be thus — 
Grey-hair'd with anguish, lika these blasted pines, 
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless,* 
A blighted tnmk upon a cursed root, 
Which but supplies a feeling to decay — 
And to be thu9, eternally but thus. 
Having been otherwise ! Now furrow*d o'er 
With wiiukles, plough'd by moments, — ^not by years, — 
And hours, all tortured into ages — ^hours 
Which I outlive 1 — Ye toppling ci-ags of ice I 
Ye avalanches, whom a breath draws down 
In mountainous o'erwhelming, come and crush me ! 
I hear ye momently above, beneath. 
Crash with a frequent conflict ; ^^ but ye pass, 
And only fall on things that still would live ; 
On the youno^ flourishing forest, or the hut 
And hamlet of the harmless villager. 

C. Hun, The mists begin to rise from up the valley 
I '11 warn him to descend, or he may chance 
To lose at once his way and life together. 

Man. The mists boil up aroimd the glaciers ; clouds 
Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphury. 
Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell, 
WhoFe every wave breaks on a living shore, 
Heap'd with the damn'd like pebbles. — I am giddy." 

C. Hv/n, I must approach him cautiously ; if near, 
A sudden step will stai'tle him, and he 
jSeems tottering already. 

Man. Mountains have fallen, 

Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shock 
Rocking their Alpine brethren ; fllling up 
The ripe green valleys with destruction's splinters ; 
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Damming the rivers with a sudden dash, 
Which crush'd the waters into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel — thus, 
Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg — 
"Why stood I not beneath it ? 

u Hvm,. Friend ! have a care, 

Your next step may be fatal ! — for the love 
Of him who made you, stand not on that brink ! 

Man, (not hearing him.) Such would have been for me a 
fitting tomb ; 
My bones had then been quiet in their depth ; 
They had not then been strewn upon the rocks 
For the wind's pastime — as thus — thus they shall be— 
In this one plunge. — Farewell, ye opening heavens ! 
Lock not upon me thus reproachfully — 
You were not meant for me —Earth ! take these atoms ! 

[Js Manfbed is in act to spHng from the cliff, the CHAMOIS 
Hunter seizes and retains him utth a sudden grasp. 

C. Hun. Hold, madman ! — though aweary of thy life, 
Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood : 
Away with me 1 will not quit my hold. 

Man. I am most sick at heart — nay, grasp me not — 
I am all feebleness — the mountains whirl 
Spinning around me 1 grow blind What art thou ? 

C. Hun. I *11 answer that anon. — ^Away with me— - 

The clouds grow thicker there — now lean on me — 

Place your fopt here — ^here, take this staff, and cling 
A moment to that shrub — ^now give mo your hand. 
And hold fast by my girdle — softly — well — 
The Chalet will be gain'd within an hour : 
Come on, we *ll quickly find a surer footing, 
And something like a pathway, which the ton*ent 
Hath washed since winter. — Come, 'tis bravely done — 
You should have been a hunter. — FoHow me. 

[As they descend the rocks with d\^cuJty, the scene closes 
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ACT II. 

Scene I.— J Cottage amongst the Bernese Alps. 
Maxfred and the Chamois Hunteb. 

C, ffim. No, no — yet pause — thou must not yet go forth : 
Thy mmd and body are alike unfit 
To trust each other, for some hours, at least ; 
When thou art better, I will be thy guide — 
But whither? 

Man. It imports not : I do know 

My route full well, and need no further guidance. 

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait bespeak thee of high lineage — 
One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags 
Look o'er the lower valleys — which of these 
May call thee lord ? I only know their portals ; 
My way of life leads me but rarely down 
To bask by the huge hearths of those old halls. 
Carousing with the vassals ; but the paths, 
Which step from out our mountains to their doors, 
I know from childhood — which of these is thine ? 

Man. No matter. 

C. Hun. Well, sir, pardon me the question, 

And be of better cheer. Come, taste my wine ; 
*T is of an ancient vintage ; many a day 
*T has thaw'd my veins among our glaciers, now 
Let it do thus for thine — Come, pledge me fairly. 

Man. Away, away ! there 's blood upon the brim ! 
Will it then never — never sink in the earth ? 

C. Hun. What dost thou mean ? thy senses wander from 
thee. 

Man. I say 't is blood — my blood ! the pure warm stream 
Which ran in the veins of my fathers, and in ours 
When we were in our youth, and had one heart. 
And loved each other as we should not love, 
And this was shed : but still it rises up. 
Colouring the clouds, that shut me out from heaven, 
Where thou art not— and I shall never be. 

C. Him. Man of strange words, and some half-maddening 
sin, 
Which makes thee people vacancy, whate'er 
Thy di'ead and sufferance be, there 's comfort yet — 
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience . 
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M(m. Patience and patience ! Hence — that word was mado 
For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prey ; 
Pi*each it to mortals of a dust like thine, — 
I am not of thine order. 

(7. Umi. Thanks to heaven ! 

I would not be of thine for the free fame 
Of William Tell ; but whatsoe'er thine ill, 
It must be borne, and these wild starts are useless. 

Man. Do I not bear it ? — Look on me — I live. 

C. Hun. This is convulsion, and no healthful life. 

Man. I tell thee, man ! I have lived many years, 
Many long years, but they are nothing now 
To those which I must number : ages — ages — 
Space and eternity — and consciousness, 
"VVith the fierce thirst of death — and still unslciked ! 

C. Hun. Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age 
Hath scarce been set ; I am thine elder far. 

Man. Think'st thou existence doth depend on time 1 
It doth ; but actions are oui* epochs : mine 
Have made my days and nights imperishable, 
Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore, . 
Innumerable atoms ; and one desert, 
Bari'en and cold, on which the wild waves break, 
But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks, 
Bocks, and the salt-surf weeds of bitterness. 

C. Hun. Alas ! he 's mad — ^but yet I must not leave him. 

Man. I would I were — for then the things I see 
Would be but a distemper'd dream. 

C. Hun, What is it 

That thou dost see, or think thou look'st upon % 

Man. Myself, and thee — a peasant of the Alps — 
Thy humble virtues, hospitable home, 
And spirit patient, pious, proud, and free ; 
Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts ; 
Thy days of health, and nights of sleep ; thy toils, 
By danger dignified, yet guiltless ; hopes 
Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave. 
With cross and garland over its green tm*f, 
And thy grandchildren's love for epitaph ; 
This do I see — and then I look within — 
It matters not — my soul was scorch'd already ! 

C. Hun. And would'st thou then exchange thy lotlorcxsccckSk^ 

Man. No, friend ! I would not wrcm^ >utL^^> iJkO'c ef^Oossv 

VOL. I, *^ 
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My lot with living being : I can bear — 
However wretchedly, 'tis still to bear — 
In life what othera could not brook to dream, 
But perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with this — 

This cautious feeling for another's pain. 
Canst thou be black with evil ? — say not so. 
Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak'd revenge 
Upon his enemies ? 

Man, Oh ! no, no, no ! 

My injuries came down on those who loved mo — 
On those whom I best loved : I never quell'd 
An enemy, save in my just defence — 
But my embrace was fatal. 

C, Bun. Heaven give thee rest ! 

And penitence restore thee to thyself; 
My prayers shall be for thee. 

Man, I need them not, 

But can endure thy pity. I depart — 
*Tis time — ferewell 1 — Here 's gold, and thanks for thee— 
No words — ^it is thy due. — Follow me not — 
I know my path — ^the mounta.in peril's part : 
And once again I charge thee, follow not ! [kvu MAsrnED. 

SCENE II. 

J lousr Valleij in tUe Alps ^A Cataract}^ 

Enter Kanfbeo. 

It is not noon — the sunbow's rays^' still arch 

The torrent with the many hues of heaven. 

And roll the sheeted silver's waving column 

0*er the crag's headlong perpendicular, 

And fling its lines of foaming light along, 

And to and fro, like the pale couraer's tail. 

The Giant steed, to be bestrode by Death, 

As told in the Apocalypse.^* No eyes 

But mine now drink tliis sight of loveliness ; 

I should be sole in this sweet solitude. 

And with the Spirit of the place divide 

The homage of these waters. — I will call her. 

[Manfred takes some of the water into the palm of his handf 
and flings it into the ait; muttering the adjuraiion. Ajfiet 
a pause, the WiTcn of the Alps rises beneath the arch qf 
the sunbow of the torrent. 
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Beautiful Spirit ! with thy haii* of light, 

And dazzling eyes of glory, in whose form 

The charms of earth's least mortal daughters grow 

To an unearthly stature, in an essence 

Of purer elements ; while the hues of youth, — 

Caiiiatiou'd like a sleeping infant's cheek, 

Rock'd by the beating of her mother's heart, 

Or the rose tints, which summer's twilight leaves 

Upon the lofty glacier's virgin snow, 

The blush of earth embracing with her heaven, — 

Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame 

The beauties of the sunbow which bends o'er thee. 

Beautiful Spirit ! in thy calm clear brow, 

Wherein is glass'd serenity of soul, 

Which of itself shows immortality, 

I read that thou wilt pardon to a Son 

Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit 

At times to commune with them — if that he 

Avail him of his spells — ^to call thee thus. 

And gaze on thee a moment. 

Witch SonofBarthI 

I know thee, and the powers which give thee power ; 
I know thee for a man of many thoughts. 
And deeds of good and ill, extreme in both, 
Fatal and fated in thy sufiPerings. 
I have expected this — what would'st thou with me ? 

Man. To look upon thy beauty — nothing further.*' 
The face of the earth hath madden'd me, and I 
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce 
To the abodes of those who govern her — 
But they can nothing aid me. I have sought 
From them what they could not bestow, and now 
I search no further. 

Witch. What could be the quest 

Which is not in the power of the most powerful, 
The iTilers of the invisible ? 

Man. A boon ; 

But why should I repea,t it 1 *t were in vain. 

WitcL I know not that ; let thy lips utter it. 

Man, Well, though it torture me, *t is but the same ; 
My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards 
My spirit walk'd not with the souls of men, 
Nor look'd upon the earth with human e^e^ \ 
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The thii'st of their ambition was not mine, 

The aim of their existence was not mine ; 

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers, 

Made me a stranger ; though I wore the form, 

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh, 

Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me 

Was there but one who but of her anon. 

I said with men, and with the thoughts of men, 

I held but slight communion ; but instead, 

My joy was in the wilderness, — to breathe 

The difficult air of the iced mountain's top, 

Where the birds dare not build, nor insect's wing 

Flit o'er the herbless gi-anite ; or to plimge 

Into the torrent, and to roll along 

On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave 

Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow. 

In these my early strength exulted ; or 

To follow through the night the moving moon. 

The stars and their development ; or catch 

The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim ; 

Or to look, list'ning, on the scatter'd leaves. 

While Autumn winds were at their evening song. 

These were my pastimes, and to be alone ; 

For if the beings, of whom I was one, — 

Hating to be so, — cross'd me in my path, 

I felt myself degraded back to them. 

And was all clay again. And then I dived. 

In my lone wanderings, to the caves of death, 

Searching its cause in its efiect ; and di*ew 

From wither'd bones, and skulls, and heap'd up dust^ 

Conclusions most forbidden. Then I pass'd 

The nights of years in sciences untaught. 

Save in the old time ; and with time and toil, 

And terrible ordeal, and such penance 

As in itself hath power upon the air. 

And spirits that do compass air and earth, 

Space, and the peopled infinite, I made 

Mine eyes familiar with Eternity, 

Such as, before me, did the Magi, and 

He who from out their fountain dwellings mised 

Eros and Anteros,^* at Qadara, 

As I do thee ; — and with my knowledge grew 

The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy 

Of this most bright intelligence, imtil . 
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Witch. Proceed. 

Man. Oh ! I but thus prolong'd my words. 
Boasting these idle attributes, because 
As I approach the core of my heart's grief — 
But to my task. I have not named to thee 
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being, 
With whom I wore the chain of human ties ; 
If I had such, they scem'd not such to me ; 
Yet there was one 

Witch. Spare not thyself — ^proceed. 

Man. She was like me in lineaments ; her eyes, 
Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone 
Even of her voice, they said were like to mine ; 
But soften'd all, and temper'd into beauty : 
She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings, 
The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend the universe : nor these 
Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine. 
Pity, and smiles, and teara — which I h€ui not ; 
And tenderness — but that I had for her; 
Humility — and that I never had. 
Her faults were mine — her virtues were her own — 
I loved her, and destroy'd her ! 

Witch. With thy hand ? 

Man. Not with my hand, but heart, which broke her 
heart ; 
It gazed on mine, and wither'd. I have shed 
Blood, but not hers — and yet her blood was shed ; 
I saw — and could not stanch it. 

Witch. And for this — 

A being of the race thou dost despise. 
The order, which thine own would rise above. 
Mingling with us and ours, — ^thou dost forego 
The gifts of our great knowledge, and shrink'st back 
To recreant mortality Away ! 

Man. Daughter of Air ! I tell thee, since that hour— 
But words are breath — look on me in my sleep. 
Or watch my watchings — Come and sit by me ! 
My solitude is solitude no more, 
But peopled with the Fm*ies ; — I have gnash'd 
My teeth in darkness till returning mom. 
Then cursed myself till sunset ; — I have pray'd 
For madness as a blessing — 't is denied m.^. 
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I have ftffrouted death — ^but in the war 

Of elements the waters shrunk from me, 

And fatal things pass'd harmless; the cold hand 

Of an all-pitiless demon held me back, 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. 

In fantasy, unagination, all 

The affluence of my soul — which one day was 

A Croesus in creation — I plunged deep, 

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash'd me back 

Into the gulf of my unfathom'd thought. 

I plung'd amidst mankind — Forgetfulness 

I sought in all, save where 't is to be found, 

And that I have to learn ; my sciences, 

My long pursued and superhuman art, 

la mortal here : I dwell in my despair — 

And live — and live for ever. 

Witch, It may be 

That I can aid thee. 

Man, . To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them. 
Do so — in any shape — in any hour — 
AVith any torture — so it be the last. 

Witch. That is not in my province ; but if thou 
Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do 
My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes. 

Man. I will not swear — Obey ! and whom ? the spirits 
Whose presence I command, and be the slave 
Of those who served me — Never ! 

Witch. Is this all ? 

Hast thou no gentler answer? — Yet bethink thee, 
And pause ere thou rejectest. 

Man, I have said it. 

Witch. Enough ! I may retu*e then — say ! 

Man. Retire ! 

[The Witch disappears. 

Mxin, (alone.) We are the fools of time and terror : Days 
Steal on us, and steal from us ; yet we live. 
Loathing our life, and dreading still to die. 
In all the days of this detested yoke — 
This vital weight upon the stniggling heart, 
Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain, 
Or joy that ends in agony or faintness — 
In all the days of past and futui'e, for 
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In life there is no present, we can number 
How few — ^how less than few — wherein the soul 
Forbears to pant for death, and yet di*aws back 
As from a stream in winter, though the chill 
Be but a moment's. I have one resource 
Still in my science — I can call the dead, 
And ask them what it is we dread to be : 
The sternest answer can but be the Grave, 

And that is nothing. If they answer not 

The buried Prophet answered to the Hag 

Of Endor ; and the Spartan Monarch drew 

From the Byzantine maid's unsleeping spirit 

An answer and his destiny — ^he slew 

That which he loved, unknowing what he slew. 

And died unpardon'd — ^though he call'd in aid 

The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused 

The Arcadian Evocators to compel 

The indignant shadow to depose her wrath. 

Or fix her term of vengeance — she replied 

In words of dubious import, but fulfill'd.^7 

If I had never lived, that which I love 

Had still been living ; had I never loved, 

That which I love would still be beautiful, 

Happy and giving happiness. What is she ? 

What is she now ? — a suflferer for my sins — 

A thing I dare not think upon — or nothing. 

Within few hours I shall not call in vain — 

Yet in this hour I dread the thing I dare : 

Until this hour I never shrimk to gaze 

Qn spirit, good or evil — now I tremble. 

And feel a strange cold thaw upon my heart. 

But I can act even what I most abhor. 

And champion human fears. — The night approaches. 

\Exit 

SCENE III. 

The Summit of the Jungfrau Mountain. 

Enter First Destiny. 

The moon is rising broad, and round, and bright ; 
And here on snows, where never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread, 
And leave no traces ; o'er the savage fte?*.^ 
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The glassy ocean of the xuountaiu ice, 

We skim its rugged breakers, which put on 

The aspect of a tumbling tempest's foam, 

Frozen in a moment *^ — a dead whirlpool's image : 

And this most steep fantastic pinnacle, 

The fretwork of some earthquake — vvliere the clouds 

Pause to repose themselves iu passing by — 

Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils ; 

Here do I wait my sisters, on our way 

To the Hall of Arimanes, for to-night 

Is our great festival — ^"t is strange they come not. 

A T'»;/V<? without, alngUnj. 

The Captive Usurper, 

Hui'l'd down from the throne, 
Lay buried in torpor, 

Forgotten and lone ; 
I broke through his slumbers, 

I shivered his chain, 
I leagued him with numbers — 

He 's Tyrant again ! 
With the blood of a million he '11 answer my cai*e. 
With a nation's destruction — ^his flight and despau\ 

Second Voicff without. 

The ship sail'd on, the ship sail'd fast. 

But I left not a sail, and I left not a mast; 

There is not a plank of the hull or the deck, 

And there is not a wretch to lament o'er his wreck ; 

Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by the hair, 

And he was a subject well worthy my cai'e ; 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea — 

But I saved him to wreak further havoc for me ! 

First Destiny, answering. 

The city lies sleeping ; 

The morn, to deplore it, 
May dawn on it weeping : 

Sullenly, slowly. 
The black plague flew o'er it — 

Thousands lie lowly ; 
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Tens of thousands shall perish ; 

The living shall fly from 
The sick they should cherish ; 

But nothing can vanquish 
The touch that they die from. 

Sorrow and anguish, 
And evil and dread, 

Envelope a nation ; 
The blest are the dead, 
Who see not the sight 

Of their own desolation ; 
This work of a night — 
This wreck of a realm — this deed of my doing — 
For ages I 've done, and shall still be renewing ! 

Enter the Second and Tuibd Destinies. 
The Three, 

Our hands contain the hearts of men, 

Our footsteps are their graves ; 
We only give to take again 

The spirits of our slaves ! 

First Des, Welcome ! — ^Where's Nemesis? 
Second Dea, At some great work ; 

But what I know not, for my hands were full. 
Third Des, Behold she cometh. 

Enter Nemesis. 

First Des. Say, where hast thou been ? 

My sisters and thyself are slow to-night 

Nem. I was detain'd repairing shatter'd thrones. 
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties, 
Avenging men upon their enemies. 
And making them repent their own revenge 5 
Goading the wise to madness ; from the dull 
Shaping out oiucles to rule the world 
Afresh, for they were waxing out of date, 
And mortals dared to j)onder for themselves. 
To weigh kings in the balance, and to speak 
Of freedom, the forbidden fruit. — Away I 
We have outstay'd the hour — mount we o\mc qXctoAaX 
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SCENE IV. 

The Hall of Arlmanes — Arimanes on his Throne, a Globe of 
Fire, surrounded by the Spirits. 

Hymn qfthe Spirits. 

Hail to our Master ! — Prince of Earth and Air ! 

Who walks the clouds and waters — in his hand 
The sceptre of the elements, which tear 

Themselves to chaos at his high command ! 
Ho breatheth — and a tempest shakes the sea ; 

He speaketh — and the clouds reply in thunder ; 
He gazeth — from his glance the sunbeams flee ; 

He moveth — earthquakes rend the world asundei. 
Beneath his footsteps the volcanoes lise ; 

His shadow is the Pestilence ; his path 
The comets herald through the crackling skies ; ** 

And planets turn to ashes at his wrath. 
To him War oflfers daily sacrifice : 

To him Death pays his tribute ; Life is his, 
With all its infinite of agonies — 

And his the spirit of whatever is ! 

Enter the Destinies and Nemesis. 

First Des. Glory to Arimanes ! on the earth 
His power increaseth — both my sisters did 
His biddiupj, nor did I neglect my duty ! 

Second Des. Glory to Arimanes ! we who bow 
The necks of men, bow down before his throne *. 

Third Des. Glory to Arimanes ! we await 
His nod ! 

Nem. Sovereign of Sovereigns ! we are thine, 
And all that liveth, more or less, is ours, 
And most things wholly so ; still to increase 
Our power, increasing thine, demands our care, 
And we are vigilant. Thy late commands 
Have been fulfiU'd to the utmost. 

Enter Masfbed. 

A Spirit What is here f 

A mortal ! — Thou most rash and fatal wretch, 
Bow down and worship I 
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Second Spitit. I do know the man — 

A Magian of great power, and fearful skill ! 

Third Spirit. Bow down and worship, slave ! — ^What, 
know'st thou not 
Thine and our Sovereign ? — ^Tremble, and obey ! 

AU the Spints. Prostrate thyself, and thy condemned clay, 
Child of the Earth ! or dread the worst. 

Man, I know it ; 

And yet ye see I kneel not. 

Fourth SpiHf. 'T will be taught thee. 

Man. 'T is taught already ; — many a night on the earth, 
On the bare ground, have I bow'd down my face, 
And strew'd my head with ashes ; I have known 
The fulness of humiliation, for 
I sunk bcfoi-e my vain despair, and knelt ' 
To my own desolation. . 

Fifth Spirit. Dost thou dare 

Refuse to Arimanes on his throne 
What the whole eai-th accords, beholding not 
The terror of his Glory ? — Crouch ! I say. 

Man. Bid him bow down to that which is above him, 
Tlie overruling Infinite — the Maker 
Who made him not for worship — let him kneel, 
And we will kneel together. 

The Spints. Crush the worm ! 

Tear him in pieces ! — 

First Des. Hence ! Avaunt ! — ^he *s mine. 

Pnyce of the Powers invisible ! This man 
Is of no common order, as his port 
And presence here denote ; his sufferings 
Have been of an immortal nature, like 
Our own ; his knowledge, and his powers and will. 
As far as is compatible with clay, 
Which clogs the ethereal essence, have been such 
As clay hath seldom borne ; his aspirations 
Have been beyond the dwellers of the earth, 
And they have only taught bim what we know — 
That knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Which is another kind of ignorance. 
This is not all — the passions, attributes 
Of earth and heaven, from which no power, nor \i^vcv^. 
Nor breath from the worm upwards \a exem^X., 
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Have pierced liis heai-t, ; and in their consequence 

Made him a thing, which I, who pity not, 

Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine, 

And thine, it may be ; be it so, or not, 

No other Spirit in this region hath 

A soul like his — or power upon his soul. 

Nem. What doth he here then? 

First Des. Let him answer that. 

Man. Ye know what I hare known ; and without powor 
I could not be amongst ye : but tliere are 
Powers deeper still beyond — I come in quest 
Of such, to answer unto what I seek. 

Nein. What would' st thou ? 

Man. Thou canst not reply to me. 

Call up the dead-^my question is for them. 

Nem. Great Arimaues, doth thy will avouch 
The wishes of this mortal ? 

AH. Yea. 

Nem. Whom would'st thou 

Unchamel ? 

Man. One without a tomb — call up 

Astai-te. 

Nemesis. 

Shadow ! or Spirit 1 

Whatever thou art. 
Which still doth inherit 

The whole or a part 
Of the form of thy bii^th. 

Of the mould of thy clay, 
Which retum'd to the earth, 

Re-appear to the day ! 
Bear what thou borest, 

The heart and the form, 
And the aspect thou worest 

Redeem from the worm. 
Appeal" ! — Appear ! — Appear ! 
Who sent thee there requires thee here ! 
[The Phantom of Astarte rises and stands in the midst. 

Man. Can this be death ? there's bloom upon her cheek ; 
But now I see it is no living hue, 
But a strange hectic — ^like the unnatural red 
Which Autumn plants upon the perish'd leaf. 
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It is the game ! Oh, Qod ! that I should dread 
To look upon the same — Astarte ! — ^No, 
I cannot speak to her — ^but bid her speak — 
Forgive me or condemn me. 

NE3(E3I3. 

By the power which hath broken 
Tlie grave which enthraU'd thee, 

Speak to him who hatli spoken, 
Or those who have call'd thee ! 

Man. She is silent, 

And in that silence I am more than answer'd. 

Nem. My power extends no further. Piince of A h* ! 
It rests with thee alone — command her voice. 

An. Spirit— obey this sceptre ! 

Nem. Silent still ! 

She is not of our order, but belongs 
To the other powers. Mortal ! thy quest is vain, 
And we are baffled also. 

Man. Hear me, hear me— 

Astarte ! my beloved ! speak to me : 
I have so much endured — so much endure — 
Look on me ! the grave hath not changed thee more 
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedst me 
Too much, as I loved thee : we were not made 
To torture thus each other, though it were 
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved. 
Say that thou loath'st me not — that I do bear 
This punishment for both — that thou wilt bo 
One of the blessed — and that I shall die ; 
For hitherto all hateful things conspire 
To bind me in existence — in a life 
Which makes me shrink from immortality — 
A future like the past. I cannot rest. 
I know not what I ask, nor what I seek : 
I feel but what thou art^ and what I am ; 
And I would hear yet once before I peiish 
The voice which was my music — Speak to me ! 
For I have call'd on thee in the still night. 
Startled the slumbering birds from the hush'd boughs. 
And woke the mountain wolves, and made tha <iv?^"ak 
Acc^uainted with thy vainly ecboed viotxcve. 



so MANFRED. LAct II. 

Which answer d me — ^many things answered me — 
Spirits and men — but thou wei-t silent all. 
Yet speak to me ! I have outwatch'd the stai-s, 
And gazed o'er heaven in vain in search of thee. 
Speak to me ! I have wander'd o'er the earth, 
And never found thy likeness^-Speak to me ! 
Look on the fiends around — they feel for mc : 
I fear them not, and feel for thee alone — 
Speak to me 1 though it be in wrath ; — but say — 
I reck not what — but let me hear thee once — 
This once— once more ! 

Phantom of Astai^e. Manfi'cd ! 

Man. Say on, say on — 

I live but in the sound — it is thy voice ! 

Phan, Manfrod ! To-morrow ends thine eai-thly ills. 
Faj-ewell ! 

Man. Yet one word more— Kim I forgiven ? 

Phxm. Farewell ! 

Man. Say, shall wo meet again ? 

Phan. Farewell ! 

Man. One word for mercy I Say, thou lovcst me. 

Phan. Manfred ! =" 

[The Spirit q/'AsTAUTB disappears, 

Nem, She 's gone, and will not be recall'd ; 

Her woi*d8 will be fulfil I'd. Ketum to the eai*th. 

A Spirit. He is convulsed — This is to be a mortal 
And seek the things beyond mortality. 

AnotJter Spirit. Yet^ see, he mastereth himself, and makes 
His torture tributary to hiB wilL 
Had he been one of us, ho would have made 
An awful spirit 

Neni. Hast thou further question 

Of our great sovereign, or his worshippers ? 

Man. None. 

Nem. Then for a time farewell. 

Man. We meet then ! Where ? On the eai*th 1— 
Even as thou wilt : and for the grace accorded 
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well ! 

[Exit MAsrnED 

{Scrnc closes.) 
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ACT III.21 
SCENE I.— A Hall in the Caalle of Mat\fred. 

Manfred and Herman. 

Man, What ia the hour ? 

He:i\ It wants but one till sunset, 

And promises a lovely twilight. 

Mem. Say, 

Are all things so disposed of in the tower 
As I directed ? 

Her. All, my lord, are ready : 

Here is the key and casket 

Man. It is well ; 

Thou may*st retire. [ ^^i*^ Herman. 

Man. {alone.) There is a calm upon me — 
Inexplicable stillness ! which till now 
Did not belong to what I knew of life. 
If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the motliest, 
The merest word that ever fool'd the ear 
From out the schoolman's jargon, I should deem 
The golden secret, the sought " Kalon," found, 
And seated in my soul. It will not last. 
But it is well to have known it, though but once : 
It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense, 
And I within my tablets would note down 
TSaX there is such a feeling. Who is there 1 

Ite-cntcr Hermax. 

ffer. My lord, the abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

Enter the Abbot of St. Maurice. 

A hhot. Peace be with Count Manfred ! 

Man, Thanks, holy father ! welcome to these walls ; 
Thy presence honoura them, and blesseth those 
Who dwell within them. 

Abbot. Would it were so^ Go\m^.\^ 

But I would fain confer with theo alone. 
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Man. Herman, retire. — ^What would my reverend guest ? 

Alhot. Thus, without prelude : — Age and zeal, my office, 
And good intent, must plead my privilege ; 
Our neai*, though not acquainted neighbourhood, 
May also be my herald. Rumoui*s sti'ango, 
And of unholy nature, are abroad, 
And busy with thy name ; a noble namo 
For centuries : may he who bears it now 
Transmit it imimpair'd ! 

Man, Proceed, — I listen. 

Abbot. 'T is said thou boldest converse with the things 
Which are forbidden to the search of man j 
That with the dwellers of the dai'k abodes. 
The many evil and imheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 
Thou communest. I know that with mankind. 
Thy fellows in creation, thou dost i-arely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
Is as an anchorite's, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch these things ? 

Abbot. My pious brethren — the sacred peasantry — 
Even thy own vassals — who do look on thee 
With most imquiet eyes. Thy life's in peril. 

Man. Take it. 

Al^t, I come to save, and not destroy : 

I would not pry into thy secret soul ; 
But if these things be sooth, there still is time 
For penitence and pity : reconcile thee 
With the true church, and through the church to heaven. 

Man. I hear thee. This is my reply : whate'er 
I may have been, or am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself. I shall not choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I sinn'd 
Against your ordinances ? prove and punish ! ^- 

A^ot. My son ! I did not speak of punishment, 
But penitence and pardon ; — with thyself 
The choice of such remains — and for the last, 
Our institutions and our strong belief 
Have given me power to smooth the path from sin 
To higher hope and better thoughts ; the first 
I leave to heaven, — " Vengeance is mine alone ! " 
So saith the Lord, and with all humbleness 
His servant echoes back the awful word. 
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Man, Old man ! there is no power in holy men, 
Nor charm in prayer, nor pxirifying foim 
Of penitence, nor outward look, nor fast, 
Nor agony — nor, greater than all these, 
The innate tortures of that deep despair. 
Which is remorse without the fear of hell, 
But all in all sufficient to itself 
Would make a hell of heaven— can exorcise 
From out the unbounded spirit the quick sense 
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufferance, and revenge 
Upon itself ; there is no future pang 
Can deal that justice on the self-condemn'd 
He deals on his own soul. 

Ahhot. All this is well ; 

For this will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
With calm assurance to that blessed place, 
Which all who seek may win, whatever be 
Their earthly errors, so they be atoned : 
And the commencement of atonement is 
The sense of its necessity. Say on — 
And all our church can teach thee shall be taught ; 
And all we can absolve thee shall be pardon'd. 

Man. When Rome's sixth emperor '^ was near his last, 
The victim of a self-inflicted woimd. 
To shun the torments of a public death ** 
From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier. 
With show of loyal pity, would have stanch' d 
The gushing throat with his officious robe ; 
The dying Roman thrust him back, and said- 
Some empire still in his expiring glance — 
" It is too late— is this fideUty ? " 

Abbot. And what of this ? 

Man. I answer with the Roman— • 

"It is too late!" 

Abbot. It uQver can be so, 

To reconcile thyself with thy own soul. 
And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no hope? 
'Tis strange — even those who do despair above. 
Yet shape themselves some fantasy on earth. 
To which frail twig they cling, like drowning men. 

Man. Ay — father ! I have had those earthly visions, 
And noble aspirations in my youth, 

VOL. I. "» 

i 
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To make my own the mind of other men, 

The enlightener of nations ; and to rise 

I knew not whither — it might be to fall ; 

But £all, even as the moimtain-cataract, 

Which having leapt from its more dazzling height, 

Even in the foaming strength of its abyss, 

(Which casts up misty columns that become 

Clouds rainipg from the re-ascended skies,) 

Lies low but mighty still. — But this is past. 

My thoughts mistook themselves. 

Abbot. And wherefore so ? 

Man. I could not tame my nature down ; for he 
Must serve who fain would sway ; and soothe, and sue, 
And watch all time, and pry into all place, 
And be a living lie, who would become 
A mighty thing amongst the mean, and such 
The mass are ; I disdson'd to mingle with 
A herd, though to be leader — and of wolves. 
The lion is alone, and so am I. 

A ibot. And why not live and act with other men ? 

Man. Because my nature was averse from life ; 
And yet not cruel ; for I would not make. 
But find a desolation. Like the wind, 
The red-hot breath of the most lone simoom, 
Which dwells but in the desert, and sweeps o'er 
The barren sands which bear no shrubs to blast, 
And revels o'er their wild and arid waves. 
And seeketh not, so that it is not sought. 
But being met is deadly, — such hath been 
The course of my existence ; but there oame 
Things in my path which are no more. 

Abbot Alas! 

1 'gin to fear that thou art past all aid 
From me and from my calling; yet so young, 

2 still would — 

Man, Look on me ! there is an order 

Of mortals on the earth, who do become 
Old in their youth, and die ere middle age. 
Without the violence of warlike death ; 
Some perishing of pleasure, some of study, 
Some worn with toil, some of mere weariness, 
Some of disease, and some insanity. 
And some of wither'd, or of broken hearts ; 
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For this last is a malady which slays 
More than are number'd in the lists of Fate, 
Taking all shapes, and bearing many names. 
Look upon me ! for even of all these things 
Have I partaken ; and of all these things, 
One were enough ; then wonder not that 1 
Am what I am, but that I ever was, 
Or having been, that I am still on earth. 

Abbot. Yet, hear me still 

Man, Old man 1 I do respect 

Thine order, and revere thine years ; I deem 
Thy purpose pious, but it is in vain : 
Think me not churlish ; I would spare thyself, 
Far more than me, in shimning at this time 
All further colloquy — and so — ^farewell. 

[Exit Maitfbrd. 

Abbot This should have been a noble creature : he 
Hath all the energy which would have made 
A goodly frame of glorious elements, 
Had they been wisely mingled ; as it is, 
It is an awful chaos — light and darkness, 
And mind and dust, and passions and pure thoughts 
Mix'd, and contending without end or order, — 
All dormant or destructive : he will perish. 
And yet he must not ; I will try once more. 
For such are worth redemption ; and my duty 
Is to dare all things for a righteous end. 
I '11 follow him — ^but cautiously, though surely. 

(Exit Abbot. 



SCENE II. 

Another Chamber, 

Manfbbd and Hebman. 

ffer. My lord, you bade me wait on you at sunset : 
He sinks behind the moimtain. 

Man. Doth he sol 

I will look on him. 

[Makfbbd tulvancea to the Window of the Hall. 
Glorious Orb ! the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sona^ 
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Of the embrace of angels, with a sex 

More beautiful than they, which did draw down 

The erring spirits who can ne'er return. — 

Most glorious orb ! that wert a worship, ere 

The mystery of thy making was reveal'd ! 

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden'd, on their mountain tops, the hearts 

Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour d 

Themselves in orisons ! Thou matonal God ! 

And representative of the Unknown — 

Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star ! 

Centre of many stars ! which mak'st our earth 

Endurable, and temperest the hues 

And hearts of all who walk within thy rays ! 

Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes. 

And those who dwell in them ! for near or far. 

Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee 

Even as our outwai'd aspects; — thou dost rise, 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well ! 

I ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance 

Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 

My latest look : thou wilt not beam on one 

To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 

Of a more fatal nature,** He is gone : 

I follow, lExit Makpbed. 

SCENE III. 

The Mountains — The Ctutle of Manfred at some distance— A Terrace 
be/ore a Tower. — Time, Twilight. 

Hebuak, Manttel, and other Dependants oj Makfreu. 

H&t: 'T is sti-ange enough ; night after night, for years. 
He hath pursued long vigils in this tower. 
Without a witness. I have been within it, — 
So have we all been oft-times ; but from it. 
Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, there is 
One chamber where none enter : I would give 
The fee of what I have to come these three years, 
To pore upon its mysteries. 

Manuel, 'T were dangerous ; 

Content thyself with what thou knoVst already. 
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Her, Ah ! Manuel ! thou art elderly and wise, 
And coxildst say much: thou hast dwelt within the 

castle- 
How many years is 't ? 

Manuel. Ere Count Manfred's buth, 

I served his father, whom he nought resembles. 

Hei'. There be more sons in like predicament. 
But whei'ein do they differ ? 

Manuel. I speak not 

Of features or of form, but mind and habits ; 
Count Sigismund was proud, but gay and free, — 
A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not 
With books and solitude, nor made the night 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, 
MeiTier than day; he did not walk the rocks 
And forests like a wolf, nor turn aside 
From men and their delights. 

E'er. Beshrew the hour. 

But those were jocund times ! I would that such 
Would visit the old walls again ; they look 
As if they had forgotten them. *" 

Manual, These walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh ! I have seen 
Some strange things in them, Herman.^ 

Jffer. Come, be friendly ; 

Kelate me some to while away our watch : 
I've heard thee darkly speak of an event 
Which happen'd hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Manuel. That was a night indeed I I do remember 
*T was twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening; — ^yon red cloud, which rests 
On Eigher's pinnacle, so rested then, — 
So like that it might be the same ; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter with the climbing moon ; 
Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower, — 
How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings — her, whom of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing he seem'd to love, — 
As he, indeed, by blood was bound to do, 

The lady Astarte, his =8 

Hush ! who coiii^\iex«\ 
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Enter the Abbot. 



Abhot. Where is your maater? 

Hei'. Yonder in the tower. 

A hbot. I must speak with him. 

Manud, *T is impossible ; 

He is most private, and must not be thus 
Intruded on. 

Abbot. Upon myself I take 

Tlie forfeit of my fault, if fault there be — 
But I must see him. 

ffer. Thou hast seen him once 

This eve already. 

Abbot. Herman ! I command thee, 

Knock, and apprize the Count of my approach. 

ffer. We dare not. 

Abbot. Then it seems I must be herald 

Of my own purpose. 

Manuel. Reverend father, stop — 

I pray you pause. 

Abbot. Why so? 

Manuel. But step this way, 

And I will tell you fui'ther. 

\Exeunt 



SCENE IV.» 
Interior of the Tower 

Manfred alone. 

The stars are forth, the moon above the tops 
Of the snow-shining mountains. — Beautiful ! 
I linger yet with Nature, for the Night 
Hath been to me a more familiar face 
Than that of man ; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 
I leam'd the language of another world. 
I do remember me, that in my youth, 
When I was wandering, — upon such a night 
I stood within the Coliseum's wall,^ 
'Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ; 
The trees which gi*ew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the stars 
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Shone through the rents of nun ; from afar 

The watch-dog bay'd beyond the Tiber ; and 

More near from out the Csesars* palace came 

The owl's long cry, and, interruptedly. 

Of distant sentinels the fitful song 

Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 

Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach 

Appear'd to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 

Within a bowshot. Where the Csesars dwelt. 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 

A grove which springs through levell'd battlements, 

And twines its roots with the imperial hearths, 

Ivy usurps the laurel's place of growth ; 

But the gladiators' bloody Circus stands, 

A noble wreck in ruinous perfection, 

While Caesar's chambers, and the Augustan halls. 

Grovel on earth in indistinct decay. 

And thou didst shine, thou rolling moon, upon 

All this, and cast a vdde and tender light. 

Which sofben'd down the hoar austeri^ 

Of rugged desolation, and filVd up. 

As 'twere anew, the gaps of centuries ; 

Leaving that beautiful which still was so. 

And making that which was not, till the place 

Became religion, and the heart ran o'er 

With silent worship of the great of old, — 

The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule 

Our spirits from then* urns. 

'T was such a night t 
'T is strange that I recall it at this time ; 
But I have found our thoughts take wildest flight 
Even at the moment when they should array 
Themselves in pensive order. 

Enter the Abbot. 

Ahhot. My good lord I 

I crave a second grace for this approach ; 
But yet let not my humble zeal offend 
By its abruptness — all it hath of ill 
Recoils on me , its good in the effect 
May light upon your head — could I say heart — 
Could I touch thaif with words or prayers, I should 
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Recall a noble spirit wluch hath wander*d ; 
But is not yet all lost. 

Man, Thou know'st me not ; 

My days are numbered, and my deeds recorded : 
Ketire, or *t will bo dangerous — ^Away I 

Alibot. Thou dost not mean to menace me ? 

Man. Not I ; 

I simply tell thee peril is at hand, 
And would preserve thee. 

Abbot. What dost thou mean ? 

Man. Look there ! 

What dost thou see ? 

Abbot. Nothing. 

Man. Look there, I say, 

And steadfastly; — ^now tell me what thou seest ? 

Abbot. That which should shake me, — ^but I fear it not : 
I see a dusk and awfiil figure rise, 
Like an infernal god, from out the earth ; 
His face wrapt in a mantle, and his form 
Robed as with angry clouds : he stands between 
Thyself and me — ^but I do fear him not. 

JMan. Thou hast no cause — ^he shall not harm thee — ^but 
His sight may shock thine old limbs into palsy. 
I say to thee — ^Retire ! 

Abbot. And I reply — 

Never — ^till I have battled with this fiend : — 
What doth he here ? 

Man, ^ Why — ay — ^what doth he here ? 

I did not send for him, — ^he is unbidden. 

Abbot. Alas ! lost mortal ! what with guests like these 
Hast thou to do ? I tremble for thy sake : 
Why doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him ? 
Ah I he unveils his aspect : on his brow 
The thunder-scars are graven ; from his eye 
Glares forth the immortality of hell — 
Avaunt ! — 

Man. Pronounce — ^what is thy mission ? 

Spirit. Come ! 

Abbot. What art thou, unknown being? answer ! — speak ! 

Spirit. The genius of this mortal. — Come ! 't is time. 

Man. I am prepared for all things, but deny 
The power which summons me. Who sent thee here ? 

Spirit. Thou 'It know anon — Come ! come I 
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Man, I have commanded 

Things of an essence greater &r than thine, 
And striven vdth thy masters. Get thee hence ! 

Spirit. Mortal I thine hour is come—Away ! I say. 

Man. I knew, and know my hour is come, but not 
To render up my soul to such as thee : 
Away ! I '11 die as I have lived — alone. 

Spirit. Then I must summon up my brethren. — ^Rise ! 

{Other Spirits rise up. 

Abbot. Avaunt ! ye evil ones ! — ^A vaunt 1 I say; 
Ye have no power where piety hath power, 
And I do charge ye in the name 

Spirit. Old man ! 

We know ourselves, our mission, and thine order ; 
Waste not thy holy words on idle uses. 
It were in vain : this man is forfeited. 
Once more I sunmion him — ^Away ! Away ! 

Man. I do defy ye, — ^though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy ye ; 
Nor will I hence, while I have earthly breath 
To breathe my scorn upon ye — earthly strength 
To wrestle, though with spirits ; what ye take 
Shall be ta'en limb by limb. 

Spirit. Reluctant mortal I 

Is this the Magian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make himself 
Almost our equal ? Can it be that thou 
Art thus in love with life ? the very life 
Which made thee wretched ! 

Man. Thou false fiend, thou liest t 

My life is in its last hour, — tJiat 1 know. 
Nor would redeem a moment of that hour ; 
I do not combat against death, but thee 
And thy surrounding angels ; my past power 
Was purchased by no compact with thy crew, 
But by superior science — ^penance, daring, 
And length of watching, strength of mind, and skill 
In knowledge of our fathers — ^when the earth 
Saw men and spirits walking side by side, 
And gave ye no supremacy : I stand 
Upon my strength — I do defy — deny — 
Spurn back, and scorn ye ! — 
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Spirit, But thy mauy crimes 

Have made thee 

Man. ^ What are they to such as thee ? 

Must crimes be punish'd but by other crimes, 
And greater criminals ? — Back to thy hell ! 
Thou hast no power upon me, that I feel ; 
Thou never shalt possess me, tJiat I know : 
What I have done is done ; I bear within 
A torture which could nothing gain from thine : 
The mind which is immortal makes itself 
Requital for its good or evil thoughts, — 
Is its own origin of ill and end 
And its own place and time : ^^ its innate sense, 
When stripp'd of this moi-tality, derives 
No colour from the fleeting things without, 
But is absorb'd in suflferance or in joy. 
Bom from the knowledge of its own desert. 
Tkou didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not tempt me ; 
I have not been thy dupe, nor am thy prey — 
But was my own destroyer, and will be 
My own hereafter. — ^Back, ye baffled fiends ! 
The hand of death is on me — ^but not yours ! 

[The Demons disappear. 

Abbot. Alas ! how pale thou art — ^thy lips are white—- 
And thy breast heaves — and in thy gasping throat 
The accents rattle : Give thy prayers to heaven — 
Pray — albeit but in thought, — ^but die not thus. 

Man. 'Tis over — ^my dull eyes can fix thee not ; 
But all things swim around me, and the earth 
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee well — 
Give me thy hand. 

Abbot. Cold — cold — even to the heart — 

But yet one prayer — ^Alas ! how fares it with thee ? 

Man. Old man I 't is not so difficult to die.^ 

[Makfbed expires. 

Abbot. He 's gone — ^his soul hath ta'en its earthless flight ; 
Whither ? I dread to think^but he is gone.^ 



NOTES TO MANFEED. 



1.— Page 5, line 1. 

Manfred. 

[In Manfred, we recognise at once the gloom and potency of that bo'jJ 
which bumed and blasted and fed upon itself, in Harold, and Conrad, and 
Lara— and which comes again in this piece, more in sorrow than in anger 
— ^more proud, perhaps, and more awful than ever — but with the fiercer 
traits of its misanthropy subdued, and quenched in the gloom of a deeper 
despondency. Manfred does not, like Conrad and Lara, wreak the anguish 
of his burning heart in the dangers and daring of desperate and predatory 
war— nor seek to drown bitter thoughts in the tumult of perpetual con- 
tention ; nor yet, like Harold, does he sweep over the peopled scenes of 
the earth with high disdain and aversion, and make his survey of the 
business, and pleasures, and studies of man an occasion for taunts and 
sarcasms, and the food of an nnmeasurable spleen. He is averse, indeed, 
from mankind, and scorns the low and frivolous nature to which he 
belongs ; but he cherishes no animosity or hostility to that feeble race. 
Their concerns excite no interest — their pursuits no sympathy — ^their 
joys no envy. It is irksome and vexatious for him to be crossed by 
them in his melancholy musings, — but he treats them with gentleness 
and pity ; and, except wlieu stung to impatience by too importunate an 
intrusion, is kind and considerate to the comforts of all around him. 
To delineate his character— to render conceivable his feelingrs — is the 
whole scope and design of the poem ; and the conception and execution 
are, in this respect, equally admirable. It is a grand and terrific vision 
of a being invested with superhuman attributes, in order that he may be 
capable of more than human sufferings, and be sustained under them by 
more than human force and pride. To object to the improbability of the 
fiction, is to mistake the end and aim of the author. Ilis object was, to 
produce effect— to exalt and dilate the character through whom he was 
to interest or appal us — and to raise our conception of it, by all the helps 
that could be derived from the majesty of nature, or the dread of super- 
stition. It is enough, therefore, if the situation in which he has placed 
him is conceivable, and if the supposition of its reality enhances our 
emotions and kindles our imagination. There are great fanlts, it must be 
admitted, but it is undoubtedly a work of great genius and originality. 
Its worst fault, perhaps, is that it fatigues and overawes us by the 
uniformity of its terror and solemnity. Another, is thft •^^TkSxiN. «»A. 
offensive nature of the circumstance on whicli its ^\a\,T»^^Vk\i3L>2aa»XO^ 
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founded. The lyrical songs of the Spirits are too long, and not all ex- 
cellent. There is something of pedantry in them now and then ; and 
even Manfred deals in classical allusions a little too much. If we were 
to consider it as a proper drama, or even as a finished poem, we should be 
obliged to add, that it is far too indistinct and nnsatis&ctory. But this 
we take to be according to the design and conception of the author. 
Its obscurity is a part of its grandeur ; — and the darkness that rests upon 
i^ and the smoky distance in which it is lost, are all devices to increase 
its majesty, to stimulate our curiosity, and to impress us with deeper awe. 
Ic the tone and pitch of the composition, as well as in the character of 
the diction in the more solemn parts, Manfred reminds us much more 
of the ' Prometheus ' of ^schylus, than of any more modem performance. 
The tremendous solitude of the principal person — the supernatural beings 
with whom alone he holds communion — the guilt -the firmness — ^the 
misery— are all points of resemblance, to which the grandeur of the 
poetic imagery only gives a more striking effect. The chief differences 
are, that the subject of the Greek i>oet was sanctified and exalted by the 
established belief of his country, and that his terrors are nowhere tem- 
pered with the sweetness which breathes from so many passages of his 
English rival. — Jeffrey. 

Lord Byron acknowledged the truth of the critic's comparison. " Of 
the ' Prometheus,' " he says, " I was passionately fond as a boy ; it was one 
of the Greek plays we read thrice a year at Harrow : indeed, that and 
the ' Medea' were the only ones except the * Seven before Thebes,' which 
ever much pleased me. The ' Prometheus,' if not exactly in my plan, 
has always been so much in my head, that I can easily conceive its 
influence over all or any thing that I have written."] 

2.— Page 6, line 6. 

Ye spirits qf the unbounded Universe! 

[" Eternal Agency I 
Ye spirits of the immortal Universe 1 "—Original MS.] 

3.— Page 6, line 10. 

0/ mountains inaccessible are haunts, 

f" Of inaccessible mountains are the haunts."— MS.J 

4.— Page 6, line 32. 

WJuch is mixi'd for my pavilion; 

[" Which is fit for my paviUon."— MS.] 

6.— Page 10, line 30. 

{A voice IS heard in the Incantation which follows*) 

IThese verses were written in Switzerland, in 1816. and transmitted to 
England for publication, with the third canto of '♦ Childe Harold." " As 
they were written," says Mr. Moore, " immediately after the last fruitless 
attempt at a reconciliation with Lady Byron, it is needless to say who 
was in the poet's thoughts while he penned some of the opening 
stanzas."] 
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6.— Page 10, line 84. 

And the wisp on the morass; 

[Manfred was done into Italian by a fellow who turned the " wisp" of 
this line into " a bundle of straw." Lord Byron offered him two hundred 
fbancs if he would destroy the MS. ; and engage to withhold his mur- 
derous hand from all past or future poems. He at first refused ; but, 
finding that the alternative was to be a horse-whipping, preferred the 
money.] 

7.— Page 12, line 9. 

I call upon thee ! and compel 

[" I do adjure thee to this spell."] 

8.— Page 13, line 35. 

Mixd with the sweet hells of the sauntering herd; 

[The germs of this, and of several other passages, in Manfred, may be 
found, as Lord Byron stated, in the Journal of his Swiss tour, which he 
transmitted to his sister. " Sept. 19, 1816.— Arrived at a lake in the 
very bosom of the mountains; left our quadrupeds, and ascended 
ftirUier ; came to some snow in patches, upon which my forehead's per- 
spiration fell like rain, making the same dents as in a sieve ; the chill 
of the wind and the snow turned me giddy, but I scrambled on and 
upwards. Hobhouse went to the highest pinnacle. The whole of the 
mountains 8ui>erb. A shepherd on a steep and very high cliff playing 
upon his pipe ; very different from Arcadia. The music of the cows' 
hells (for their wealth, like the patriarchs', is cattle) in the pastures, 
which reach to a height far above any mountains in Britain, and the 
shepherds shouting to us from crag to crag, and playing on their reeds 
where the steeps appeared almost inaccessible, with the surrounding 
scenery, realised all that I have ever heard or imagined of a pastoral 
existence — much more so than Greece or Asia Minor ; for there we are a 
little too much of the sabre and musket oi-der, and if there is a crook in 
one hand, you are sure to see a gun in the other: but this was pure and 
unmixed — solitary, savage, and patriarchal. As we went, they played 
the 'Ranz des Yaches ' and other airs, by way of farewell."] 

9.— Page 14, line 18. 

Wrecks of a single winter^ harkless, hranchless, 

[" Passed whole woods of withered pines, all withered, — ^trunks 
stripi>ed and barkless, branches lifeless— &>ne by a sit^le winter : their 
appearance reminded me of me and my family ."^Swiss Journal.] 

10.— Page 14, line 24. 

Crash with a frequent conflict ; hut ye pass, 

[''Ascended the Wengen mountain. Heard the 8.y«.\VQ!^<%'«k %i2^2c&(S& 
eyery five minutes nearly."— /Smws /owrnol.'\ 
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11.— Page 14, Une 35. 

Heaped ivith the damn'd like pebbles.— I am giddy. 

T" The clouds rose from the opposite valley, curling up perpendicular 
precipices, like the foam of the ocean of hell during a spring tide— it 
was white and sulphury, and immeasurahly deep in appearance. The 
side we ascended was not of so precipitous a nature ; but, on arriving 
at the summit, we looked down upon the other side upon a boiling sea 
of cloud, dashing against the crags on which we stood — these crags on 
ene side quite perpendicular. In passing the masses of snow, I made a 
snowball and pelted Hobhouso with it." — Siciss JoumaO 

12.— Page 18, line 26. 

A louer Valley in the Alps. — A Cataract. 

[This scene is one of the most poetical and most sweetly written In the 
poem. There Is a still and delicious witchery in the tranquillity and 
seclusion of the place, and the celestial beauty of the being who reveals 
herself in the midst of these visible enchantments.— J ErFBE v.] 

13.- Page 18, line 27. 

It is not noon — the sunbow's rays still arch 

This iris is formed by the rays of the sun over the lower part of the. 
Alpine torrents : it is exactly like a rainbow come down to pay a visit, 
and 60 close that you may walk into it : this elTcct lasts till noon. — 
T" Before ascending the mountain, went to the torrent ; the sun upon it, 
forming a rainbow of the lower part of all colours, but principally purple 
and gold ; the bow moving as you move : I never saw anything like 
this ; it is only in the sunshine." — Swiss Journal."] 

14.— Page 18, line 34. 

As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes 

f " Arrived at the foot of the Jungfrau ; glaciers ; torrents : one of 
these torrents nine hundred feet in height of visible descent ; heard an 
avalanche fall, like thunder; glaciers enormous; storm came on — 
thunder, lightning, hail ; all in perfection, and beautiful. The torrent 
is in shape curving over the rock, like the tall of a white horse streaming 
in the wind, such as it might be conceived would be that of the ' pale horse * 
on which Death is mounted in the Apocalypse. It is neither mist nor 
water, but a something between both ; its immense height gives it a 
wave or curve, a spreading here or condensation there, wonderful and 
indescribable.' — Swiss Journal.'] 

15.— Page 19, line 27. 

Man. To look upon thy beauty — nothing Jtirther. 

[There is something exquisitely beautiful in all this passage ; and both 
the apparition and the dialogue are so managed, that the sense of their 
improbability is swallowed up in that of their beauty; and, without 
actually believing that such spirits exist, we feel for the moment as if 
we stood in their presence. — J^ffbey.] 
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16.— Page 20, line 41. 

Bros and Antei'os, at Gadara, 

' The philosopher Jamblicus. The story of the raising of Eros and 
Anteros may he found in his life by Eunapius. It is well told.— [" It is 
I'eported of him," says Eunapius, " that while he and his scholars were 
bathing in the hot baths of Gadara, in Syria, a dispute arising concerning 
the batiis, he, smiling, ordered his disciples to ask the inhabitants by 
what names the two lesser springs, that were nearer and handsomer 
than the rest, were called. To which the inhabitants replied, that ' the 
one was called Eros, and the other Atlteros, but for what reason they 
knew not.' Upon which Jamblicus, sitting by one of the springs, put his 
hand in the water, and muttering some few words to himself, called up a 
fair-complexloned boy, with gold-coloured locks dangling from his back 
and breast, so that he looked like one that was washing : and then, going 
to the other spring, and doing as he had done before, called up another 
Cupid, with darker and more dishevelled hair : upon which both the 
Cupids clung about Jamblicus ; but he presently sent them back to their 
proper places. After this, his friends submitted their belief to him in 
everything."] 



17.— Page 23, line 20. 

In words qf dubious import^ hutfuJftlVd. 

The story of Pausanias, king of Sparta, (who commanded the Greeks 
at the battle of Flatea, and afterwards perished for an attempt to betray 
the Lacedaemonians), and Cleonice, is told in Plutarch's life of Cimon ; 
and in the Laconics of Pausanias the sophist, in his description of 
Greece.— {The following is the passage from Plutarch: — " It is related, 
that when Pausanias was at Byzantium, he cast his eyes upon a young 
virgin named Cleonice, of a noble family there, and insisted on having 
her for a mistress. The parents, intimidated by his power, were under 
the hard necessity of giving up their daughter. The young woman 
begged that the light might be taken out of his apartments, that she 
might go to his bed in secrecy and silence. When she entered he was 
asleep, and she unfortunately stumbled upon the candlestick, and threw 
it down. The noise waked him suddenly, and he, in his confusion, 
thinking it was an enemy coming to assassinate him, unsheathed a 
dagger that lay by him, and plunged it into the virgin's heart. After 
this he could never rest. Her image appeared to him every night, and 
with a menacing tone repeated this heroic verse, — 

^3o to the fate which pride and last prepare 1' 

The allies, highly incensed at this infamous action. Joined Cimon to 
besiege him in Byzantium. But he found means to escape thence ; and, 
as he was still haunted by the spectre, he is said to have applied to a 
temple at Heraclea, where the manes of the dead were consulted. 
There he invoked the spirit of Cleonice, and entreated her pardon. She 
api>eared, and told him 'he would soon be delivered from all his 
troubles, after his return to Sparta :' in which, it seems, his death was 
enigmatically foretold."— LANanoBN's Plutarch, vol. iii. p. 279.] 
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18.— Page 24, line 4. 

Frozen in a moment — a dead whirlpoots image : 

["Arrived at the Grindenwald, and rode to the higher glacier— like a 
frozen hurricane.'* — Swiss Journal.'] 

19.— Page 26, line 16. 

The comets herald through the crackling skies ; 

[" The comets herald through the burning skies.**— MS.] 

20.— Page 30, line 22. 

Phan. Manfred! 

[Here is Lord Byron's commentary upon the enigmatical text. 
''Manfred wanders about invoking Spirits, 'which appear to him and 
are of no use ; he at last goes to the very abode of the Evil Principle 
in propiid persond, to evocate a ghost, which appears, and gives him an 
ambiguous and disagreeable answer." ] 

21.— Page 31, line 1. 

Jet III. 

[A softened tone pervades the whole of the concluding Act. " I have 
re-written the greater part," said Lord Byron, in forwarding the amended 
version. " The Abbot is become a good man, and the Spirits are brought 
in at the death. You will find, I think, some good poetry in this new 
Act, here and there ; and if so, print it, without sending me farther 
proofs, under Mr. Oifford^s correction, if he will have the goodness to 
overlook it." The place from which this letter is dated — Rome, May 5 — 
accounts for the forced introduction into the fourth scene of the beautiful 
passage on the Coliseum.] 

22.— Page 32, line 34. 

Against your ordinances ? prove and punish ! 

[Thus far the text stands as originally penned : we subjoin the sequel 
of the scene as given in the first MS. : — 

"Abbot. Then, hear and tremble I For the headstrong wretch 
Who in the mail of innate hardihood 
Would shield himself, and battle for his sins. 
There is the stake on earth, and beyond earth eternal 

Man. Charity, most reverend father. 
Becomes thy lips so much more than this menace, 
That I would call thee back to it : but say, 
What would' st thou with me ? 

Abbot. It may be there are 

Things that would shake thee— but I keep them back, 
And give thee till to-morrow to repent. 
Then if thou dost not all devote thyself 
To penance, and with gift of all thy lands 
To the monastery 

Man, I understand thee, — well? 
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Jbbot. Expect no mercy ; I have warned thee 
Man. (opening the casket). Stop — 
There is a g^ft for thee within this casket. 

[AlAKFBED opens the casketf strikes a lights and burn$ 
some incense. 

Hoi Ashtaroth! 

The Demon Ashtaboth appears^ singing as follows ;— 

The raren sits 

On the ravon-stone, 
* And his black wing flits 

O'er the milk-white bone ; 
To and fro, as the night-winds blow. 

The carcass of the assassin swings ; 
And there alone, on the raven-stone,* 

The raven flaps his dusky wings. 

The fetters creak — and his ebon beak 

Croaks to the close of the hollow sound ; 
And this is the tune, by the light of the moon, 

To which the witches dance their round — 
Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily, 

Merrily, speeds the ball : 
The dead in their shrouds, and the demons in cloads, 

Flock to the witches' carnival. 

Abbot. I fear thee not— hence — hence— 
Avaunt thee, evil one ! — help, ho ! without there I 

Man. Convey this man to the Shreckhorn — to its peak-— 
To its eztremest peak — ^watch with him there 
From now till sunrise ; let him gaze, and know 
He ne'er again will be so near to heaven. 
But harm him not ; and, when the morrow breaks, 
Set him down safe in his cell — away with him I 

Ash. Had I not better bring his brethren too, 
Convent and all, to bear him company? 

Man. No, this will serve for the present. Take him up. 

Ask. Come, friar I now an exorcism or two, 
And we shall fly the lighter. 

Ashtaboth disappears u-tth the Abbot, singtng as follows >-■ 

A prodigal son, and a maid imdone, 
And a widow re-wedded within the year ; 

And a worldly monk, and a pregnant nun, 
Are things which every day appear. 

Makfbbd alone. 

Man. Why would this fool break in on me, and force 
My art to pranks fantastical ? — no matter 



♦ " Raven-stone (Rabenstein), a translation of the German word for the 
gibbet, which in Germany ana Switzerland is permanent, and made of 
stone." 

VOL. I. "«^ 
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It was not of my seeking. My heart sickens, 
And weighs a fix'd foreboding on my soul : 
Bnt it is calm — calm as a sullen sea 
After the hurricane ; the winds are still, 
But the cold waves swell high and heavily, 
And there is danger in them. Such a rest 
Is no repose. My life hath been a combat, 
And every thought a wound, till I am scarrd 
In the immortal part of me. — What now ? "] 



23.— Page 33, line 24. 

Man. When Rome's sixth emperor was tiear his last, 

[Otho, being defeated in a general engagement near Brixellum, 
stabbed himself. Plutarch says, that, though he lived full as badly as 
Nero, his last moments were those of a philosopher, and Martial has 
this couplet: — 

" Sit Cato, dum vivit, sane vel Ceesare major, 
Dum moritur, numquid major Othone fiiit? "] 

24.— Page 33, line 26. 
To shun the torments of a public death 

V To .h»n { ™' }^^»(,{i''j,^'" }public de.th."-MS.] 

25.— Page 35, line 34. 

0/ undisea^ed mankind, the giant sons 

" And it came to pass, that the Sons of God saw the daughters of men, 
that they were fair," &c.— " There were giants in the earth in those 
days : and also after that, when the Sons of God came in unto the 
daughters of men, and they bare children to them, the same became 
mighty men which were of old, men of renown. —Genesis, ch. vi. 
verses 2 and 4. 

26^— Page 3(5, line 24. 

Of a more fatal nature. He is gone : 

V* Pray, was Manfred's speech to the Sun still retained in act third ? 
I hope so : it was one of the best in the thing, and better than the 
Coliseum."— JKyron Letters, 1817.] 

27.— Page 37, line 23. 

Some strange things in them, Herman, 

[" Some strange things in these few years."— MS.] 
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28.— Page 37, line 41. 

The lady Astarte, his 

[The remainder of the Act in its original shape, ran thus :— 

Jffer. Look — look— the tower— 

The tower's on fire. Oh, heavens and earth ! what sound, 
What dreadful sound is that? [A crash like thunder, 

Manuel. Help, help, there ! — to the rescue of the Count, — 
The Count 's in danger,— what ho ! there! approach I 

[r/rc Servants, Vassals, and Peasantry approa^h^ stupified 
with terror. 
If there be any of you who have heart 
And love of human kind, and will to aid 
Those in distress— pause not — but folloAV me — 
The portal 's open, follow. [Maxuel goes in. 

Her. Come — who follows ? 

What, none of ye ? — ye recreants ! shiver then 
Without. I will not see old Manuel risk 
His few remaining years unaided. [Herman goes in. 

Vassal. Hark !— 

No— all is silent— not a breath — the flame 
Which shot forth such a blaze is also gone : 
What may this mean ? Let 's enter ! 

Peasant. Faith, not I,— 

Not that, if one, or two, or more, will join, 
I then will stay behind ; but, for my part, 
I do not see precisely to what end. 

Vassal. Cease your vain prating — come. 

Manuel {speaking withiri). 'T is all in vain- 

He 's dead. 

Hei'. {within). Not so — even now methought he moved ; 
But it is dark — so bear him gently out — 
Softly— how cold he is ! take care of his temples 
In winding down the staircase. 

Re-enter Maiotel and Herhax, bearing Manfred in their Arms, 

Manuel. Hie to the castle, some of ye, and bring 
What aid you can. Saddle the barb, and speed 
For the leech to the city — quick ! some water there ! 
Her. His cheek is black — but there is a faint beat 
till lingering about the heart. Some water. 

[They sprinkle Manfred with water : after a pattse, 
he gives some signs of life. 
Manuel. He seems to strive to speak — come— cheerly, Count I 
He moves his lips— canst hear him? I am old, 
And cannot catch faint sounds. 

[Herman inclining his head and listening. 
Her. I hear a word 

Or two-^but indistinctly — what is next? 
What's to be done ? let's bear him to the castle. 

[Manfred motions with his hand not to remove M,m« 
Manuel. He disapproves— and 't were of no «Ly«kVl— 
He dianges rapidly. 
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Her. 'T will soon be over. 

Manuel. Oh I what a death is this ! that I should live 
To shake my gray hairs over the last chief 
Of the house of Sigismund. — And such a death I 
Alone — we know not how — unshrived — nutended — 
With strange accompaniments and fearful signs — 
I shudder at the sight— but must not leave him. 

Mai\fned (speaking faintly and slou'ly). Old man I 'tis not SO difficult 
to die. 

[Makfbed, having said this, expii'es. 

Her. His eyes are fixed and lifeless. — He is gone. — 
Manuel. Close them. — My old hand quivers.— He departs — 
Whither ? I dread to think-but he is gone I] 

29.— Page 38. 

Scene IV. 

[" The opening of this scene is, perhaps, the finest passage in the drama ; 
and its solemn, calm, and majestic character throws an idr of grandeur 
over the catastrophe, which was in danger of appearing extravagant.'' — 

WlLSOX.] 

80.— Page 38, line 31. 

I stood within the Coliseum^ s wall, 

[" Drove at midnight to see the Coliseum by moonlight : but what can 
I say of the Coliseum ? It must be seen ; to describe it I should have 
thought impossible, if I had not read ' Manfred.' Byron's description is 
the very thing itself." — Matthewb's Diary qfan Invalid.] 

31.— Page 42, line 13. 

And its own place and time : its innate sense, 

[" The mind is its own place, and in itself 
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven."— Milton.] 

32.— Page 42, line 33. 

Man. Old man! H is not so difficult to die. 

[In the first edition, this line was accidentally left out. On discovering 
the omission. Lord Byron wrote to Mr. Murray — " You have destroyed 
the whole effect and moral of the poem, by omitting the last line of 
Manfred's speaking."] 

33.— Page 42, line 35. 

Whither f I dread to think— but he is gone. 

[" Enclosed," wrote Lord Byron to his publisher, in Juno, 1820, " is 
something which will interest you ; to wit, the opinion of the greatest 
man in Germany— perhaps in Europe— upon one of the great men of 
your advertisements (all ' famous hands.' as Jacob Tonson used to say 
of his ragamuffins)— in short, a critique of Goethe's upon Mar^red. There 
is the original, an English translation, and an Italian one : keep them 
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all in your ftrchives ; for the opinions of such a man as Goethe, whether 
favourahle or not, are always interesting — and this is more so, as 
£fivourable. His Faust I never read, for I don't know Qerman ; but 
Matthew Monk Lewis, in 1816, at Coligny, translated most of it to me 
vivd voce, and I was naturally much struck with it: but it was the 
Steinbach and the Jungfirau, and something else, much more than Faustus, 
that made me write Manfred. The first scene, however, and that of 
Faustus are very similar.'' 

The critique which accompanied the letter was an extract from 
Goethe's Kunst und AHherthum (i. e. Art and Antiquity) : — " Byron's tra- 
gedy, ' Manfred,' was to me a wonderM phenomenon, and one that closely 
touched me. This singularly intellectual poet has ^en my Faustus to 
himself, and extracted from it the strongest nourishment for his hypo- 
ehondriac humour. He has made use of the impelling prindples in nia 
own way, for his own purposes, so that no one of them remains the same ; 
and it is particularly on this account that I cannot enough admire his 
genius. The whole is in this way so completely formed anew, that it 
would be an interesting task for the critic to point out, not only the 
alterations he has made, but their degree of resemblance wiih, or dis- 
similarity to, the original : in the course of which I cannot deny, that 
the gloomy heat of an unbounded and exuberant despair becomes at last 
oppressive to us. Yet is the dissatisfaction we feel always connected 
with esteem and admiration. We find thus, in this tragedy, the quin- 
tessence of the most astonishing talent bom to be its own tormentor. 
The character of Lord Byron's life and poetry hardly permits a Just and 
equitable appreciation. He has often enough confessed what it is that 
torments him. He has repeatedly portrayed it ; and scarcely any one 
feels compassion for this intolerable suffering, over which he is ever 
laboriously ruminating. There are, properly speaking, two females 
whose phantoms for ever haunt him, and which, in ti^is piece also, 
perform principal parts— one under the name of Astarte, the other with- 
out form or actual presence, and merely a voice. Of the horrid occur- 
rence which took place with the former, the following is related: — 
When a bold and enterprising young man. he won the affections of a 
Florentine lady.* Her husband discovered the amour, and murdered 
his wife ; but the murderer was the same night found dead in the street 
and there was no one on whom any suspicion could be attached. Lord 
Byron removed from Florence, and these spirits haunted him all his life 
after. This romantic incident is rendered highly probable by innumerable 
allusions to it in his poems. As, for instance, when turning his sad 
contemplations inwards, he applies to himself the fatal history of the 
king of Sparta. It is as follows :— Pausanias, a Lacednmonian general, 
acqidres glory by the important victory at Plateea, but afterwards forfeits 
tiie confidence of his countrymen through his arrogance, obstinacy, and 
secret intrigues with the enemies of his country. This man draws upon 
himself the heavy guilt of innocent blood, which attends him to his end ; 
for, while commanding the fleet of the allied Greeks, in the Black Sea, 



• [" The grave confidence with which the venerable critic traces the 
fancies of his brother poet to real persons and events, making no difficulty 
even of a double mui^er at Florence to furnish grounds for his theory, 
affords an amusing instance of the disposition so prevalent throughout 
Europe, to picture Byron as a man of marvels and mysteries, as well in 
his life as his poetry."— Moobb.] 
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he is inflftmed with a violent passion for a Byzantine maiden. After, 
long resistance, he at length obtains her from her parents, and she is to 
be delivered up to him at night. She modestly desires the servant to 
put out the lamp, and, while groping her way in the dark, she overturns 
it. Pausanias is awakened from his sleep — apprehensive of an attack 
from murderers, he seizes hia sword, and destroys his mistress. The 
horrid sight never leaves him. Her shade pursues him unceasingly, 
nnd he implores for aid in vain from the gods and the exorcising priests. 
That poet must have a lacerated heart who selects such a scene from 
antiquity, appropriates it to himself, and burdens his tragic image with 
it The following soliloquy (' We are the fools of time and terror,' 
act ii> 8C 2), which is overladen with gloom and a weaiiness of life, is 
by this remark, rendered intelligible. We recommend it as an exercise 
to all friends of declamation. Hamlet's soliloquy appears improved 
upon here.**] 



MAEINO FALIERO, 

DOGE OP VENICE: 

AN HISTORICAL TRAQEDT, 
IN FIVE ACTS.* 



"Dux inqoieti turbidus Adrise."— Hobacb. 



* [On the original MS. sent from Ravenna, Lord Byron hai written :— 
"Begun April 4th, 1820— completed July 16th, 1820— finished copying Auguit 
16th-17th« 1820; the which copying makes ten times the toil of composing, 
considering the weather— thermometer 90 in the shade— and my domestic 
dtttiea.*] 



PREFACE. 



The conspiracy of the Doge Marino Faliero is one of the 
most remarkable events in the annals of the most singular 
government, city, and people of modem history. It occurred 
in the year 1365. Every thing about Venice is, or was, 
extraordinary — ^her aspect is like a dream, and her history 
is like a romance. The story of this Doge is to be found in 
all her Chronicles, and particularly detailed in the " Lives 
of the Doges," by Marin Sanuto, which is given in the 
Appendix. It is simply and clearly related, and is perhaps 
more dramatic in itself than any scenes which can be founded 
upon the subject. 

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents and 
of courage. I find him commander-in-chief of the land forces 
at the siege of Zara» where he beat the King of Hungary and 
his army of eighty thousand men, killing eight thousand 
men, and keeping the besieged at the same time in check ; 
an exploit to which I know none similar in history, except 
that of Csesar at Alesia, and of Prince Eugene at Belgrade. 
He was afterwards commander of the fleet in the same war. 
He took Capo d'Istria. He was ambassador at Genoa and 
Rome, — at which last he received the news of his election 
to the dukedom ; his absence being a proof that he sought 
it by no intrigue, since he was apprised of his pi*edecessor*3 
death and his own succession at the same mom!^T^« "^n^V^ 
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appeal's to have been of an ungovernable temper. A story 
is told by Sanuto, of his having, many years before, when 
podesta and captain at Treviso, boxed the ears of the bishop, 
who was somewhat tardy in bringing the Host. For this, 
honest Sanuto ** saddles him with a judgment," as Thwackimi 
did Square ; but he does not tell us whether he was pimished 
or rebuked by the Senate for this outrage at the time of its 
commission. He seems, indeed, to have been afterwards at 
peace with the church, for we find him ambassador at Rome, 
and invested with the fief of Yal di Marino, in the march of 
Treviso, and with the title of count, by Lorenzo Count-bishop 
of Ceneda. For these facts my authorities are Sanuto, Vettor 
Sandi, Andi*ea Navagero, and the account of the siege of 
Zara, first published by the indefatigable Abate Morelli, in 
his "Monumenti Veneziani di varia Letteratura," printed in 
1796, all of which I have looked over in the original language. 
The modems, Darti, Sismondi, and Laugier, nearly agree 
with the ancient chroniclers. Sismondi attributes the con- 
spiracy to his jealousy ; but I find this nowhere asserted by 
the national historians. Vettor Sandi, indeed, says, that 

" Altri scrissero che dalla gelosa suspizion di esse 

Doge siasi fatto (Michel Steno) staccar con violenza," &c. &c. ; 
but this appears to have been by no means the general 
opinion, nor is it alluded to by Sanuto, or by Navagero : 
and Sandi himself adds, a moment after, that " per altre 
Veneziane memorie traspiri, che non il solo desiderio di 
vendetta lo dispose alia congiura ma anche la innata abituale 
ambizion sua, per cui anelava a farsi principe independente." 
The first motive appears to have been excited by the gross 
affront of the words written by Michel Steno on the ducal 
chair, and by the light and inadequate sentence of the Forty 
on the offender, who was one of their "tre Capi." The 
attentions of Steno himself appear to have been directed 
towards one of her damsels, and not to the " Dogaressa " 
heraelf, against whose fame not the slightest insinuation 
appears, while she is praised for her beauty, and remarked 
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for her youth. Neither do I find it asserted (unless the 
hint of Sandi be an assertion), that the Doge waa actuated 
by jealousy of his wife ; but rather by respect for her, and 
for his own honour, warranted by his past services and 
present dignity. 

I know not that the historical facts are alluded to in 
English, unless by Dr. Moore in his View of Italy. His 
account is &lse and flippant, full of stale jests about old men 
and young wives, and wondering at so great an effect from 
so slight a cause. How so acute and severe an observer of 
mankind as the author of Zeluco could wonder at this is 
inconceivable. He knew that a basin of water spilt on 
Mrs. Masham's gown deprived the Duke of Marlborough of 
his command, and led to the inglorious peace of Utrecht — 
that Louis XIV. was plunged into the most desolating wars, 
because his minister was nettled at his finding fault with a 
window, and wished to give him another occupation— that 
Helen lost Troy — ^that Lucretia expelled the Tarquins from 
Rome— and that Cava brought the Moors to Spain — ^that an 
insulted husband led the Gauls to Clusium, and thence to 
Rome— that a single verae of Frederick II. of Prussia on the 
Abb^ de Bemis, and a jest on Madame de Pompadour, led 
to the battle of Rosbach — that the elopement of Dearbhorgil 
with Mac Murchad conducted the English to the slavery of 
Ireland — that a personal pique between Maria Antoinette 
and the Duke of Orleans precipitated the first expulsion of 
the Bourbons — and, not to multiply instances, that Commo- 
dus, Domitian, and Caligula fell victims not to their public 
tyranny, but to private vengeance — and that an order to 
make Cromwell disembark from the ship in which he would 
have sailed to America destroyed both King and Common- 
wealth. After these instances, on the least reflection, it is 
indeed extraordinary in Dr. Moore to seem surprised that a 
man used to command, who had served and swayed in the 
most important offices, should fiercely resent, in a fierce age, 
an unpunished af&ont, the grossest that can be Q^t^^\><^ >^ 
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man, be he prince or peasant. The age of Faliero is little to 
the purpose, unless to favour it — 

" The young man's wrath is like straw on fire, 
But like red hot steel is the old man's ire.** 

" Young men soon give and soon forget affronts, 
Old age is slow at Iwth." 

Laugier's reflections are more philosophical : — " Tale fu il 
fine ignominioso di un* uomo, che la sua nascith,, la sua etli, 
il sue carattere dovevano tener lontano dalle passioni pro- 
duttrici di grand! delitti. I suoi talenti per lungo tempo 
Qsercitati ne' maggiori impieghi, la sua capacity sperimentata 
ne' govemi e nolle ambasciate, gli avevano acquistato la stima 
e la fiducia de* cittadini, ed avevano uniti i sufiFragj per collo- 
carlo alia testa della republica. Innalzato ad un grado che 
terminava gloriosamente la sua vita, il risentimento di un' 
ingiuria leggiera insinu5 nel suo cuore tal veleno che ba8t6 
a corrompere le antiche sue qualitk, e a condurlo al termine 
dei scellerati ; serio esempio, che prova non esservi etd, in cm 
lapnidema umana sia sicura, e clie neW uotoo restano sempre 
passioni capaci a disonwaHOf qwmdo non invigili sopra se 
stesso."* 

Where did Dr. Moore find that Marino Faliero begged his 
life ? I have searched the chroniclers, and find nothing oi 
the kind : it is true that he avowed all. He was conducted 
to the place of torture, but there is no mention made of any 
application for mercy on his part ; and the very circumstance 
of their having taken him to the rack seems to argue any 
thing but his having shown a want of firmness, which would 
doubtless have been also mentioned by those minute histo- 
rians, who by no means favour him : such, indeed, would be 
contrary to his character as a soldier, to the age in which he 
lived, and a^ which he died, as it is to the truth of history. 
I know no justification, at any distance of time, for calum- 
niating an historical character : surely truth belongs to the 

• Laugier, Ilist. d« la R^pub, de Venise. 
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dedd, and to tlie unfortunate : and they who have died upon 
a scaffold have generally had faults enough of their own, 
without attributing to them that which the very incurring 
of the perils which conducted thorn to their violent death 
renders, of all others, the most improbable. The black veil 
which is painted over the place of Marino Faliero amongst 
the Doges, and the Giants' Staircase where he was crowned, 
and discrowned, and decapitated, struck forcibly upon my 
imagination ; as did his fiery character and strange story. I 
went, in 1819, in search of his tomb more than once to the 
church San Giovanni e San Paolo ; and, as I was standing 
before the monument of another family, a priest came up to 
me and said, " I can show you finer monuments than that." 
I told him that I was in search of that of the Faliero family, 
and particularly of the Doge Marino's. " Oh," said he, " I 
will show it you ;" and conducting me to the outside, pointed 
out a sarcophagus in the wall with an illegible inscription. 
He said that it had been in a convent adjoining, but was 
removed after the French came, and placed in its present 
situation ; that he had seen the tomb opened at its removal; 
there were still some bones remaining, but no positive vestige 
of the decapitation. The equestrian statue of which I have 
made mention in the third act as before that church is not, 
however, of a Faliero, but of some other now obsolete 
warrior, although of a later date. There were two other 
Doges of this family prior to Marino ; Ordelafo, who fell in 
battle at Zara, in 1117 (where his descendant afterwards 
conquered the Huns), and Vital Faliero, who reigned in 1082. 
The family, originally from Fano, was of the most illustrious 
in blood and wealth in the city of once the most wealthy 
and still the most ancient Jfamilies in Europe. The length 
I have gone into on this subject will show the interest I 
have taken in it. Whether I have succeeded or not in the 
tragedy, I have at least transferred into our language an 
historical fact worthy of commemoration. 

It is now four years that I have meditated this WQi:k\ ^sA 
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before I had sufficiently examined the records, I was rather 
disposed to have made it turn on a jealousy in Faliero. But, 
perceiving no foundation for this in historical truth, and 
aware that jealousy is an exhausted passion in the drama, I 
have given it a more historical form. I was, besides, well 
advised by the late Matthew Lewis on that point, in talking 
with him of my intention at Venice in 1817. '* If you make 
him jealous," said he, " recollect that you have to contend 
with established writers, to say nothing of Shakspeare, and 
jLn exhausted subject : — stick to the old fiery Doge's natural 
character, which will bear you out, if properly drawn ; and 
make your plot as regular as you can." Sir William Drum- 
mond gave me nearly the same counsel. How far I have 
followed these instructions, or whether they have availed 
me, is not for me to decide. I have had no view to the 
stage ; in its present state it is, perhaps, not a very exalted 
object of ambition ; besides, I have been too much behind 
the scenes to have thought it so at any time.* And I cannot 
conceive any man of irritable fueling putting himself at the 
mercies of an audience. The sneering reader, and the loud 
critic, and the tart review, are scattered and distant 
calamities; but the trampling of an intelligent or of an 
ignorant audience on a production which, be it good or bad, 
has been a mental labour to the writer, is a palpable and 
immediate grievance, heightened by a man's doubt of their 
competency to judge, and his certainty of his own impru- 
dence in electing them his judges. Were I capable of writing 
a play which could be deemed stage-worthy, success would 
give me no pleasure, and failure great pain. It is for this 
reason that, even during the time of being one of the com- 
mittee of one of the theatres, I never made the attempt, and 
never will. But surely there is dramatic power somewhere, 
where Joanna Baillie, and Milman, and John Wilson exist. 
The " City of the Plague " and the " Fall of Jerusalem " are 

* [" It is like being at the whole process of a woman's toilet— it 
disenchants."— MS.] 
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full of the best *' matinel " for tragedy that has been seen since 
Horace Walpole, except passages of Ethwald and De Mont- 
fort. It is the fashion to underrate Horace Walpole ; firstly, 
because he was a nobleman^ and secondly, because he was a 
gentleman; but, to say nothing of the composition of his 
incompai*able letters, and of the " Castle of Otranto," he is 
the "Ultimus Romanorum," the author of the "Mysterious 
Mother," a tragedy of the highest order, and not a puling 
lovo-play. He is the father of the first romance and of tho 
last tragedy in our language, and surely worthy of a higher 
place than any living writer, be he who he may. 

In speaking of the drama of " Marino Faliero," I forgot to 
mention, that the desire of preserving, though still too 
remote, a neai*er approach to unity than the irregulaiity, 
which is the reproach of the English theatrical compositions, 
permits, has induced me to represent the conspiracy as 
already formed, and the Doge acceding to it ; whereas, in 
fact, it was of his ovni preparation and that of Israel 
Bertuccio.* The other characters (except that of the 
Duchess), incidents, and almost the time, which was wonder- 
fully short for such a design in real life, are strictly historical, 
except that all the consultations took place in the palace. 
Had I followed this, the unity would have been better pre- 
served ; but I wished to produce the Doge in the full assembly 
of the conspirators, instead of monotonously placing him 
always in dialogue with the same individuals. For the real 
facts, I refer to the Appendix.t 

* [" We cannot conceive a greater instance of the efficacy of system 
to blind the most acute perception, than the fact that Lord 'Byron, in 
works exclusively intended for the closet, has piqued himself on the 
observance of niles, which are evidently off the stage, a matter of perfect 
indifference. The only object of adhering to the unities is to preserve 
the illusion of the scene. To the reader they are obviously useless." — 
Hebkr.] 

t [Lord Byron originally designed to inscribe this tragedy to his 
friend, Mr. Douglas Kinnaird; but the dedication he drew up remained 
In MS. till after the poet's death. 

"To THK HONOUEABLK DOUOLAS KlNKAIRD. 

" My dear Douglas, 
"I dedicate to you the following tragedy, x«.\>i^x ^-vi ;va'ift>xisv\; ^1 l<s^ 
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good opinion of it, than from any notion of my own that it may be worthy 
of your acceptance. But if its merits were ten times {greater than they 
possibly can be, this offering would still be a very inadequate aclLnow< 
lodgment of the active and steady friendship with which, for a series of 
years, you have honoured your obliged and affectionate friend, 

"BYRON." 

At another moment, the Poet resolved to dedicate the tragedy to 
Goethe, whose praises of " Manfred " had highly delighted him ; but the 
second dedication shared the fate of the first, and it did not reach the 
hands of Goethe till 1831, when it was present^ to him at Weimar, 
by Mr. Murray, jun. " It is written," says Moore, who printed it in his 
Life of Byron, " In the poet's most whimsical and mocking mood ; and 
the unmeasured severity poured out in it upon the two favourite objects 
of his wrath and ridicule, compels nie to deprive the reader of some of 
its most amusing passages." There is so much contemptuous jeering of 
Wordsworth and Southey in Lord Byron's Works, that Moore need not 
Iiave feared lest this last straw should break the camels' backs. The 
MS. has since been unfortunately lost, and the suppressed paragraphs 
can never, probably, be restored. 

" To Babon Gosthk, &c., &c., &c. 

" Sir, 

" In the Appendix to an English work lately translated into German 
and published at Leipslc, a judgment of yours upon English poetry is 
quoted as follows : ' That in English poetry, great genius, universal 
power, a feeling of profundity, with sufficient tenderness and force, are 
to be found ; but that altogether these do not constitute poets! ^m &c* 

" I regret to see a great man falling into a great mistake. This opinion 
of yours only proves, that the ' Dictionary often thousand living English 
Authors ' has not been translated into German. You will have read, in 
your Ariend Schlegel's version, the dialogue in ' Macbeth' — 

' There are ten thousand ! 
Macbeth, efecse, villain ? 
Answer. Authors, sir.* 

Now, of these 'ten thousand authors,' there are actually nineteen 
hundred and eighty-seven poets, all alive at this moment whatever their 
works may be, as their booksellers well know : and amongst these there 
are several who possess a far grater reputation than mine, alQiough 
considerably less than yours. It is owing to this neglect on the part of 
your German translators that you are not aware of the works of • 

" There is also another, named • ♦ • » 

♦ ♦ ♦ • ♦ 

" I mention these poets by way of sample to enlighten you. They form 
but two bricks of our Babel (Windsob bricks, by the way), but may 
serve for a specimen of the building. 

"It is, moreover, asserted that 'the predominant character of the 
whole body of the present English x>oetry is a disgust and contempt for 
life.' But I rather suspect that, by one single work of prose, you your- 
self have excited a greater contempt for life, than all the English 
volumes of poesy that ever were written. Madame de Stael says, that 
' Werther has occasioned more suicides than the most beantifhl woman ; ' 
and I really believe that be has put more individuals out of this world 
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than Napoleon himself,— except in the -way of his profession. Perhaps, 
illustrious Sir, the acrimonious judgment passed by a eelehrated norttiem 
journal upon you in particular, and the Germans in general, has rather 
indisposed you towards English poetry as well as criticism. But you 
must not regard our critics, who are at bottom good-natured fellows, 
considering their two professions, — taking np the law in court, and laying 
it down out of it. No one can more lament their hasty and unfair 
judgment, in your particular, than I do; and I so expressed myself to 
your friend Schlegel, in 1816, at Coppet. 

" In behalf of my ' ten thousand ' living brethren, and of myself, I have 
thus far taken notice of an opinion expi'essed with regard to ' English 
poetry ' in general, and which merited notice, because it was youhs. 

"My principal object in addressing you was to testify my sincere 
respect and admiration of a man, who, for half a century, has led the 
literature of a great nation, and will go down to posterity as the first 
literary character of his age. 

" You have been fortunate, Sir, not only in the writings which have 
illustrated your name, but in the name itself, as being sufficiently 
musical for the articulation of posterity. In this you have the advantage 
of some of your countrymen, whose names would perhaps be immortel 
also— if any body could pronounce them. 

*' It may, perhaps, be supposed, by this apparent tone of levity, that I 
am wanting in intentional respect towards you; but this will be a 
mistake : I am always flippant in prose. Considering you, as I really 
and warmly do, in common with all your own, and with most other 
nations, to be by far the first literary character which has existed in 
Europe since the death of Voltaire, I felt, and feel, desirous to inscribe to 
you the following work,— no< as being either a tragedy or & poem, (for I 
cannot pronounce upon its pretensions to be either one or the other, or 
both, or neither,) but as a mark of esteem and admiration fram a 
foreigner to the man who has been hailed in Germany 'the obeat 
Goethe.' I have the honour to be, with the truest respect, your most 
obedient and very humble servant, 

" Ravenna, 8^«14M820. "BYRON. 

" P.S.— I perceive that in Germany, as well as in Italy, there is a 
great struggle about what they call ' Classical ' and ' Romantic,^ — terms 
which were not subjects of classification in England, at least when I 
left it four or five years ago. Some of the English scribblers, it is true, 
abused Pope and Swift, but the reason was, that they themselves did 
not know how to write either prose or verse; but nobody thought them 
worth making a sect of. Perhaps there may be something of the kind 
sprung up lately, but I have not heard much about it, and it would bo 
such bad taste ihaX 1 shall be very sorry to believe it." 

The illustrious Goethe was much gratified with this token of Lord 
Byron's admiration.] 
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DiTBODUCrnON TO AfARTNO FALIEBO. 



Ix Febrnaiy, 1817, Lord Bjnm vrole to Mr. Mmxmj, firam Tcaiee^tftttt 
be intended to eompose a tragedy on the story of Marino Faliero. Bto 
related in his letters, what he has repeated in bis peefiaee, hovpnCBoadlf 
be was impressed by the local moinnnents ci the eonspiraey, and 
remarked how mneh more deeply the bosom was stiired by the asso- 
eiations of reality than by the fietitioiis Shylodc and Othello ot 
gbakspeare. He did nothing farther, beyond dreaming orer the sobjeet, 
nntil the 4th of April, 1830, when he eommeneed the composition at 
Bavemia, and carried it on from day to day tin the white was comiAeted 
in the middle of July. Conspiracies were forming then in every 
direction for the liberation of Italy, and he himself was one of the 
conspirators. It was this, we may be sme, which revired his interest 
in the theme, and dedded him to fill np the historical oatline, while 
witnessing and experiencing the passions which plots prodnee. The 
salt of the Conntoss Goiocioli for a separation firom her husband was 
proceeding, with all its attendant bickerings, at the same time,— so 
that Lord Bjrron might well plead that he had his huids and his head 
both full, and could never get through a single scene without inter- 
ruption. In May, when he was far advanced into the second act, he 
reported that his poetical feelings were not encouraging, and that he 
feared he had mined out his talent. When, however, the play was 
completed he assured Mr. Murray that "he had put his soul into it;" he 
told Moore that "it was 'so full of pastime and prodigality' that he 
thought it would do," and on another occasion he placed it, in merit, upon 
an equality with " Manft^." The public, and most of his critics, ranked 
it greatly lower. They objected to the entire frame-work of the play, 
wliich was, they alleged, an inferior version of " Venice Preserved," — 
the Incidents, though authentic, improbable, and the resentment of the 
Doge too unroasonablo for sympathy. Lord Byron had asserted 
directly the reverse, affirming that the story was different from Otway's, 
and vaitly finer, and that nothing could be more dramatic than a head 
of the state oouspiring against the members for their inadequate redress 
of a gaUlng insult. In the execution, the critics confessed that there 
were numeroui traces of the master's hand, yet not sufficient to prevent 
the play trota dragging heavily on. Admitting the Justice of some of 
their remarks, we cannot agree that the firalts bo predominate oyer the 
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excellence as to destroy the power of the piece. No overwhelming 
emotion is awakened, but it takes that tenaclons, if less convulsive, hold 
of the mind which grows fh>m the intellectual interest of the sentiments. 
A quicker movement should have been imparted to the protracted 
dialogue; nor can we discover any force in Lord Byron's defence of 
the Doge's repetitions — that, seeing new people, he must necessarily 
recur to his all-engrossing passion— for the audience, who alone are 
really addressed, remain the same. Ugo Foscolo warmly commended 
the drama, both for its severity of structure, and its fidelity to Yenetian 
history and manners; Mr. Gifford delighted the poet by pronouncing the 
nnadomed language to be " English— genuine English," and a third 
authority declared that no such Tragedy had appeared since the day 
when another Venetian conspiracy inspired Otway with his master- 
piece. The worst defect is the incessant disregard of harmony in the 
verse. Jeffrey printed an entire speech in prose, and it is not a whit 
more metrical tlian prose in general. To preserve the slightest approach 
to melody many lines must be read with an emphasis which mars the 
sense, and many more can be rendered melodious by no emphasis what- 
soever. The poet had shown in " Manfred " that he wanted neither ear 
nor skill for blank verse ; but, wishing to relax the sustained dignity of 
his former march to a more natural movement, he often passed to the 
opposite extreme. Much of the harshness proceeds from his ending 
lines with such subsidiary monosyllables as the "to" of an infinitive 
and the " of" of a genitive case ; and thus throwing an accent upon 
insignificant words, and separating them by a pause from the verb and 
noun with which they should be blended. The arrangement is too fre- 
quent, and too easily corrected, to have resulted from haste, and, however 
disagreeable to other ear8> it must have had a redeeming virtue in the 
estimation of the poet. Whatever are the merits, or the reverse, of " Marino 
Faliero," they were intended solely for the closet. " It is too long," said 
Lord Byron, " and too regular for the stage, the persons too few, and the 
unity too much observed, — nothing me/o-dramatic, no surprises, no starts, 
nor trap-doors, — and no love, the grand ingredient of a modem play." 
In those days a manager might act anything an -author published ; 
and, to the disgust of the poet, his tragedy was brought out, early 
in 1821, at Drury Lane Theatre, in spite of his entreaties and threats. 
" As," he said, " to Mr, Elliston's offers of compensation, what is this 
to the purpose ? It is like Louis XIY., who insisted upon buying, at any 
price, Algernon Sydney's horse ; and, on his refusal, on taking it by force, 
Sydney shot his horse. I could not «hoot my tragedy, but I would have 
flung it into the fire rather than nave had it represented." A false 
report reached Italy, that the play had been damned, which agitated him 
in the extreme. Though it escaped condemnation, it failed of success ; 
and, to Lord Byron's delight, the piratical manager lost by his plunder. 
Mr. Murray paid one thousand guineas for the copyright. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS 



MEN. 



Conspirators. 



Signer qf the Night, X 



Mabtno Falieeo, Doge of Venice. 

Bertuccio Faliero, Nephew of the Doge. 

LiONJ, a Patrician and Senator. 

Bemintende, Chief of tfie Council of Ten. 

Michel Stbno, One of the three Capi of the Forty. 

Israel Bertuccio, Chief of 
the Arsenal, 

Philip Galbndaro, 

Daoolino, 

Bertram, 

" Siynore di Nolle" one of the 

Officers belonging to the Republic. 
First Citizen. 
Second Citizen. 
Third Citizen. 
VlNCENZO, \ 

PiETRO, [ oncers belonging to the Ducal Palace. 
Battista, J 

Secretary of the Council of Ten. 

Guards, Conspirators, Citizens, Tlie Council of Ten, Th.. 
Qiunta, Sfc, ^r. 

WOMBX. 

Anoiolina, Wife to the Doge, 
Ma2IAN2(A, her Friend. 

Female Attendants, ^c. 

Scene Venice— in the year 1355 



MARINO FALIERO.' 



4.CT I. 



SCEKE I. — An Antechamber in the Ducal Paface. 
PiRTEO speaks, in entering, to Battista. 

Pie. Is not the messenger return' d ? 

Bat. Not yet ; 

I have sent frequently, as you commanded, 
But still the Signory is deep in council, 
And long debate on Steno's accusation. 

Pie. Too long — at least so thinks the Doge. 

Bat. How bears he 

These moments of suspense ? 

Pie. With struggling patience. 

Placed at the ducal tabic, cover'd o'er 
With all tLo apparel of the state ; petitions, 
Despatches, judgments, acts, reprieves, reports, 
He sits as rapt in duty ; but whene'er 
He hears the jarring of a distant door. 
Or aught that intimates a coming step. 
Or murmur of a voice, his quick eye wanders, 
And he will start up from his chair, then pause. 
And seat himself again, and fix his gaze 
Upon some edict; but I have observed 
For the last hour he has not turned a leaf. 

Bat. 'Tis said he is much moved, — and doubtless 'twas 
Foul scorn in Steno to oflfond so grossly. 

Pie. Ay, if a poor man : Steno's a patrician, 
Young, galliard, gay, and haughty. 
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Bat, Then you think 

He will not be judged hardly t 

Pie. 'Twere enough 

He be judged justly , but 't is not for us 
To anticipate the sentence of the Forty. 

Bat. And here it comes. — What news, Vincenzo ? 

Enter Vincexzo. 
Vin, Tis 

Decided ; but as yet his doom *s unknown : 
I saw the president in act to seal 
The parchment which will bear the Forty's judgment 
Unto the Doge, and hasten to iufoi*m him. lExeuni. 



SCENE II. 

The Ducal Chamber. 

Mabiko Falikro, Doge ; and his Nephew, Bertuccio Faliebo. 

Ber. P. It cannot be but they will do you justice. 

Doge. Ay, such as the Avogadori- did, 
"Who sent up my appeal unto the Forty 
To try him by his peera, his own tribunal. 

Ber. P. His peers will scarce protect him ; such an act 
Would bring contempt on all authority. 

Doge. Know you not Venice ? Know you not the Forty ? 
But we shall see anon. 

jBw. p. (addressing Vincenzo, then entenng). 

How now — ^what tidings ? 

Vvn. I am charged to tell his highness that the court 
Has passed its resolution, and that, soon 
As the due forms of judgment ai'e gone through, 
The sentence will be sent up to the Doge ; 
In the mean time the Forty doth salute 
The Prince of the Republic, and entreat 
His acceptation of their duty. 

Doge. Yes — 

They are wondVous dutiful, and ever humble. 
Sentence is pass'd, you say ? 

Vin. It is, your highness : 

The president was sealing it, when I 
Was call'd in, that no moment might be lost 
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In forwarding the intimation due 
Not only to the Chief of the Republic, 
But the complainant, both in one imited. 

Ber. F. Axe you aware, from aught you have perceived, 
Of their decision ? 

Vin, No, my lord ; you know 

The secret custom of the courts in Venice. 

Bei\ F. True ; but there still is something given to guess, 
Which a shrewd gleaner and quick eye would catch at ; 
A whisper, or a murmur, or an air 
More or less solemn spread o'er the tribunaL 
The Forty ai*e but men — ^most worthy men. 
And wise, and just, and cautious — this I grant — 
And secret as the grave to which they doom • 
The guilty : but with all this, in their aspects — 
At least in some, the jimiors of the number — 
A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo, 
ViTould read the sentence ere it was pronounced. 

Vin. My lord, I came away upon the moment. 
And had no leisure to take note of that 
Which pass'd among the judges, even in seeming ; 
My station near the accused too, Michel Steno, 
Made me ■ 

Doge (dbrwptly). And how look'd he \ deliver that. 

Vin, Calm, but not overcast, he stood resigned 
To the decree, whate'er it were ; — ^but lo ! 
It comes, for the perusal of his highness. 

Enter the Sbcbetaey of the Forty. 

Sec. The high tribunal of the Forty sends 
Health and respect to the Doge Faliero, 
Chief magistrate of Venice, and requests 
His highness to peruse and to approve 
The sentence pass'd on Michel Steno, born 
Patrician, and arraign'd upon the charge 
Contain'd, together with its penalty, 
Within the rescript which I now present. 

Doge. Retire, and wait without. 

[Exeunt Seceetaey and ViNCENza 
Take thou this paper : 
The misty letters vanish from my eyes ; 
I cannot fix them. 
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Bei\ F. Patience, my dear uncle : 

Why do you tremble thus ? — nay, doubt not, all 
Will be as could be wish'd. 

Doge. Say on. 

Ber. F. (reading). " Decreed 

In council, without one dissenting voice. 
That Michel Steno, by his own confession, 
Guilty on the last night of Carnival 
Of having graven on the ducal throne 
The following words *' ^ 

Doge. Would'st thou repeat them 7 

Would'st thou repeat them — thoUy a Faliero, 
Harp on the deep dishonour of our house, 
Dishonour'd in its chief — that chief the prince 
Of Venice, first of cities ? — To the sentence. 

Ber. F. Forgive me, my good lord ; I will obey — 
(Reads). " That Michel Steno be detain'd a month 
In close arrest." 

Doge. Proceed. 

Ber.F. My lord, 'tis finish'd. 

Doge. How say you ? — finish'd ! Do I dream ? — ^'t is 
false — 
Give me the paper — (Snatches the paper and reads) — " 'T is 

decreed in council 
That Michel Steno " Nephew, thine arm ! 

Ber. F. Nay, 

Cheer up, be calm ; this transport is uncall'd for — 
Let me seek some assistance. 

Doge. Stop, sir — Stir not— 

'T is past. 

Ber. F. I cannot but agree with you 
The sentence is too slight for the offence ; 
It is not honourable in the Forty 
To affix so slight a penalty to that 
Which was a foul affront to you, and even 
To them, as being your subjects ; but 't is not 
Yet without remedy : you can appeal 
To them once more, or to the Avogadori, 
Who, seeing that true justice is withheld, 
Will now take up the cause they once declined^ 
And do you right upon the bold delinquent. 
Think you not thus, good imcle ? why do you stand 
So £x'd? You heed me not : — I pray you, "heai xci^X 
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Doge {dating dovm the ducal bonnet, and offering to tram/pie 
upon it, exclaims, at he is wizhhdd by his nqthew) 
Oh ! that the Saracen were in St. Mark's ! 
Thus would I do him homage. 

JSer. F. For the sake 
Of Heaven and all its saints, my lord 

J)oge. Away ! 

Oh, that the Genoese were in the port ! 
Oh, that the Huns whom I o'erthrew at Zara 
Were ranged around the palace ! 

Ber.F. 'T is not well 

In Venice* Duke to say so. 

Doge. Venice' Duke ! 

Who now is Duke in Venice ? let me see him, 
That he may do me right. 

JSer. F. If you forget 

Your office, and its dignity and duty. 
Remember that of man, and curb this passion. 
The Duke of Venice 

Doge (interrupting him). There is no such thing — 
It is a word — nay, worse — a worthless by-word : 
The most despised, wrong'd, outraged, helpless wretch, 
Who begs his bread, if *t is refused by one, 
May win it from another kinder heart ; 
But he, who is denied his right by those 
Whose place it is to do no wrong, is poorer • 
Than the rejected beggar — ^he *s a slave — 
And that am I, and thou, and all our house. 
Even from this hour ; the meanest artisan 
Will point the finger, and the haughty noble 
May spit upon us : — where is our redi'ess ? 

Bej'. F. The law, my prince 

Doge {intenrnpting him). You see what it has done ; 
I asked no remedy but from the law, 
I sought no vengeance but redress by law, 
I call'd no judges but those named by law ; 
As sovereign, I appeal'd unto my subjects, 
The very subjects who had made me sovereign, 
And gave me thus a double right to be so. 
The rights of place and choice, of birth and service, 
Honours and years, these scars, these hoarj \i<Ka%, 
The travel, toil, the perils, the fatigwtsa, 
The blood and sweat of almost eighty ye«tft, 
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Were weighed i' the balance, 'gainst the foulest Btain, 
The grossest insulti most contemptuous crime 
Of a rank, rash patrician — and found wanting I 
And this is to be borne ! 

Ber. F. I say not that : — 

In case your fresh appeal should be rejected, 
We will find other means to make all even. 

Doge. Appeal again ! art thou my brother*s son ? 
A scion of the house of Faliero ? 
The nephew of a Doge 1 and of that blood 
Which hath already given three dukes to Venice ? 
But thou say'st well — ^we must be humble now. 

Ber. F. My piincely uncle ! you are too much moved ; — 
I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly 
Left without fitting punishment : but still 
This fury doth exceed the provocation, 
Or any provocation : if we are wrong'd, 
We mil ask justice ; if it be denied, 
We 11 take it ; but may do all this in calmness — 
Deep Vengeance is the daughter of deep Silence. 
I have yet scarce a third part of your years, 
I love our house, I honour you, its chief. 
The guardian of my youth, and its instructor — 
But though I understand your grief, and enter 
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me 
To see your anger, like our Adrian waves, 
O'ersweep all bounds, and foam itself to air. 

Dogi. I tell thee — rami I tell thee — what thy father 
Would have required no words to comprehend ? 
Hast thou no feeling save the external sense 
Of torture from the touch ] hast thou no soul — 
No pride — no passion — no deep sense of honour ? 

Ber. F. 'T is the first time that honour has been doubted, 
And were the last, from any other sceptic. 

Doge. You know the full offence of this bom villain. 
This creeping, coward, rank, acquitted felon, 
Who threw his sting into a poisonous libel. 
And on the honour of— Oh Gbd ! my wife, 
The nearest, dearest pai't of all men's honour. 
Left a base slur to pass from mouth to mouth 
Of loose mechanics, with all coarse foul comments, 
And villainous jests, and blasphemies obscene ; 
Wlule sneenng nohleBj in more polish'd guise, 
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Whisper'd the tale, and smiled upon the lie 

Which made me look like them — a courteoufl wittol, 

Patient — ay, proud, it may be, of dishonour. 

Ber. F. But still it was a lie — you knew it false, 
And so did all men. 

Doge. Nephew, the high Roman 

Said, " Cajsai'*8 wife must not even be suspected," 
And put her from him. 

Ber, F. True — ^but in those days— • 

Doge. What is it that a Roman would not suffer, 
That a Venetian prince must bear ? old Dandolo 
Refused the diadem of all the Csesars, 
And wore the ducal cap I trample on. 
Because 'tis now degraded. 

jBer. F. *T is even so. 

Doge. It is — ^it is ; — I did not visit on 
The innocent creature thus most vilely slandei''d 
Because she took an old man for her lord, 
For that he had been long her father's friend 
And patron of her house, as if there were 
No love in woman's heart but lust of youth 
And beardless faces ; — I did not for this 
Visit the villain's infamy on her. 
But craved my country's justice on his head, 
The justice due unto the humblest being 
Who hath a wife whose faith is sweet to him, 
Who hath a home whose hearth is dear to him. 
Who hath a name whose honour 's all to him. 
When these are tainted by the accuraing breath 
Of calumny and scorn. 

Ber. F. And what redress 

Did you expect as his fit punishment ? 

Doge, Death ! Was I not the sovereign of the state — 
Insulted on his very throne, and made 
A mockery to the men who should obey me ? 
Was I not injured as a husband ? scom'd 
As man ? reviled, degraded, as a prince ? 
Was not offence like his a complication 
Of insult and of treason ] — and he lives ! 
Had he instead of on the Doge's throne 
Stamp'd the same brand upon a peasant'^ Btoo\, 
His blood had gilt the threshold ; for t\ie c^xVk 
Bad stabb'd bim on the instant. 
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Ber. F. Do not doubt it, 

He shall not live till sunset — leave to me 
The means, and calm yourself. 

Doge. Hold, nephew : this 

Would have sufficed but yesterday ; at present 
I have no further wrath against this man. . 

Ber. F. What mean you ] is not the offence redoubled 
By this most rank — I will not say — acquittal ; 
For it is worse, being full acknowledgment 
Of the offence, and leaving it unpunish'd ? 

Doge. It is redovhled, but not now by him : 
The Forty hath decreed a month's aiTest — 
We must obey the Forty. 

Ber. F, Obey ihem / 

Who have forgot their duty to the sovereign 1 

Doge. Why yes ; — boy, you perceive it then at last : 
Whether as fellow citizen who sues 
For justice, or as sovereign who commands it. 
They have defrauded me of both my rights 
(For here the sovereign is a citizen) ; 
But, notwithstanding, harm not thou a hair 
Of Steno's head — he shall not wear it long. 

Ber. F. Not twelve hours longer, had you left to me 
The mode and means : if you had calmly heard me, 
I never meant this miscreant should escape. 
But wish'd you to suppress such gusts of passion, 
That we more surely might devise together 
His taking off. 

Doge. No, nephew, he must live ; 

At least, just now — a life so vile as his 
Were nothing at this hour ; in th' olden time 
Some sacrifices ask'd a single victim. 
Great expiations had a hecatomb. 

Ber. F. Your wishes are my law : and yet I fain 
Would prove to you how noai* unto my heart 
The honour of our house must ever be. 

Doge. Fear not ; you shall have time and place of proof : 
But be not thou too rash, as I have been. 
I am ashamed of my own anger now ; 
I pray you, pardon me. 

Ber. F. Why, that 's my uncle ! 

The leader, and the statesman, and the chief 
Of commonwealths, and sovereign ol YnmaeVi \ 
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I wonder'd to perceive you so forget 
All prudence in your fury at these yoai*s, 
Although the cause 

Doge. Ay, think upon the cause — 

Forget it not : — ^When you lie down to rest, 
Let it be black among your di*eams ; and when 
The morn retm*ns, so let it stand between 
The sun and you, as an ill-omen'd cloud 
Upon a summer day of festival : 
So will it stand to me ; — but speak not, stir not,- 
Leave all to me ; we shall have much to do, 
And you shall have a part. — But now retire, 
*T is fit I were alone. 

BtT. F. (taking up and placing the ducal bonnet on the tal>le). 

Ere I depart, 
I pray you to resume what you have spurn'd. 
Till you can change it haply for a crown. 
And now I take my leave, imploring you 
In all things to rely upon my duty 
As doth become your near and faithful kinsman, 
And not less loyal citizen and subject. 

[Exit Bkbtuccio Fauebo. 

Doge (solus). Adieu, my worthy nephew. — Hollow bauble I 

{Taking vp the ducal cap. 
Beset with all the thorns that line a crown, 
Without investing the insulted brow 
With the all-swaying majesty of kings ; 
Thou idle, gilded, and degraded toy, 
Let me resume thee as I would a vizor. \,Pu(» it on. 

How my brain aches beneath thee ! and my temples 
Throb feverish under thy dishonest weight 
Could I not turn thee to a diadem ? 
Could I not shatter the Briarean sceptre 
Which in this himdred-handed senate rules. 
Making the people nothing, and the prince 
A pageant ? In my life I have achieved 
Tasks not less difficult — achieved for them, 
Who thus repay me ! Can I not requite them ? 
Oh for one year ! Oh 1 but for even a day 
Of my full youth, while yet my body served 
My soul as serves the generous steed his loxd, 
I would have dash'd amongst them, aaWii^ i«^ 
In aid to oYorthrow these Bwoln patxic\sai!& \ 

i 
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But now I must look round for other hands 
To serve this hoaiy head ; — ^but it shall plan 
In such a sort as will not leave the task 
Herculean, though as yet 't is but a chaos 
Of darkly brooding thoughts : my fancy is 
In her first work, more nearly to the light 
Holding the sleeping images of things 
For the selection of the pausing judgment. — 
The troops are few in 

Enter ViNCExzo. 

Vin, There is one without 

Craves audience of your highness. 

Doge. I'm unwell — 

I can see no one, not even a patrician — 
Let him refer his business to the council. 

Vin. My lord, I will deliver your reply ; 
It cannot much import — he 's a plebeian, 
The master of a galley, I believe. 

Doge. How ! did you say the patron of a galley ? 
That is — I mean — a servant of the state : 
Admit him, he may be on public service. 

{^Exit ViKCKNZO. 

Doge (solus). This patron may be sounded ; I will try him. 
I know the people to be discontented : 
They have cause, since Sapienza's adverse day. 
When Genoa conquered : they have fiirther cause. 
Since they are nothing in the state, and in 
The city worse than nothing — mere machines. 
To serve the nobles* most patrician pleasure. 
The troops have long arrears of pay, oft promised, 
And murmur deeply — any hope of change 
Will draw them forward : they shall pay themselves 
With plunder : — ^but the priests — I doubt the priesthood 
Will not be with us ; they have hated me 
Since that rash hour, when, madden'd with the drone, 
I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso,'* 
Quickening his holy march ; yet, ne'ertheless. 
They may be won, at least their chief at Rome, 
By some well-timed concessions ; but, above 

AJ2 tbingB, I must be speedy : at my hour 

Of twilight little light of life remains. 
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Could I free Venioe, and avenge my wrongs, 

I had lived too long, and willingly would sleep 

Next moment with my sires ; and, wanting this, 

Better that sixty of my fourscore years 

Had been already where — ^how soon, I care not — 

The whole must be extinguished ; better that 

They ne'er had been, than drag me on to be 

The thing these arch-oppressors &in would make me. 

Let me consider — of efficient troops 

There are three thousand posted at— 

Enter Yihosnzo and Israel Bebtuooio. 

Vin, May it please 

Your highness, the same patron whom I spake of 
Is here to crave your patience. 

Doge, Leave the chamber, 

Vincenzo. — [Exit Vinckkzo. 

Sir, you may advance — ^what would you ? 

/. Ber, Redress. 

Doge. Of whom ? 

/. Ber. Of God and of the Doge. 

Doge, Alas ! my friend, you seek it of the twain 
Of least respect and interest in Venice. 
You must address the council. 

/. Ber. 'T were in vain ; 

For he who injured me is one of them. 

Doge. There 's blood upon thy face — ^how came it there ? 

/. Ber. 'T is mine, and not the first I 've shed for Venice, 
£ut the first shed by a Venetian hand : 
A noble smote me 

Doge. Doth he live ? 

/. Ber, Not long — 

But for the hope I had and have, that you, 
My prince, yourself a soldier, will redress 
Him, whom the laws of discipline and Venice 
Permit not to protect himself : — if not — 
I say no more. 

Doge, But something you woidd do— 

Is it not so ? 

/. Ber. I am a man, my lord. 

Doge. Why so is he who smote you. 
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Nay, more, a noble one — at least, in Venice : 
But since he hath forgotten that I am one. 
And treats me like a brute, the brute may turn — 
'T is said the worm will. 

Doge, Say — ^his name and lineage ? 

/. Ber. Barbaro. 

Doge. What was the cause ? or the pretext ? 

/. Ber. I am the chief of the arsenal,^ employ'd 
At present in repairing certain galleys 
But roughly used by the Genoese last year. 
This morning comes the noble Barbaro 
Full of reproof, because our artisans 
Had left some frivolous order of his house. 
To execute the state's decree : I dared 
To justify the men — he raised his hand; — 
Behold my blood ! the first time it e'er flow'd 
Dishonourably. 

Doge. Have you long time served ? 

/. Ber. So long as to remember Zara's siege, 
And fight beneath the chief who beat the Huns there. 
Sometime my general, now the Doge Faliero. — 

Doge. How ! are we comrades ] — the state's ducal robes 
Sit newly on me, and you were appointed 
Chief of the arsenal ere I came from Rome ; 
So that I recognised you not. Who placed you ? 

/. Ber. The late Doge ; keeping still my old command 
As patron of a galley : my new office 
Was given as the reward of certain scars 
(So was your predecessor pleased to say) : 
I little thought his bounty would conduct me 
To his successor as a helpless plaintiff; 
At least, in such a cause. 

Doge. Are you much hurt ? 

/. Ber. Irreparably in my self esteem. 

Doge. Speak out ; fear nothing : being stung at heart, 
What would you do to be revenged on this man ? 

/. Ber. That which I dare not name, and yet will do. 

Doge. Then wherefore came you here ? 

/. Ber. I come for justice, 

Because my general is Doge, and will not 
See his old soldier trampled on. Had any, 
S.ive Faliero, hlVd the ducal throne, 
This blood had been wash'd out in ot\iex "VAoq^. 
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Doge, You come to me for justice — ^uiito me I 
The Doge of Venice, and I cannot give it ; 
I cannot even obtain it — 't was denied 
To me most solemnly an hour ago ! 

/. 5c7*. How says your highness ? 

Doge. Steno is condemuM 

To a month's confinement. 

/. Ber. What ! the same who dared 

To stain the ducal throne with those foul worda, 
That have cried shame to cvoiy ear in Venice % 

Doge. Ay, doubtless they have echo'd o'er the arsenal, 
Keeping due time with every hammer's clink 
As a good jest to jolly artisrxns ; 
Or making chorus to the creaking oar. 
In the vile tune of every galley-slave, 
Who, as he sung the merry stave, exulted 
He was not a shamed dotard like the Doge. 

I. Ber. Is 't possible ? a month's imprisonment ! 
No more for Steno ? 

Doge. You have heard the ofience, 

And now you know his punishment ; and then 
You ask redress of me I Go to the Forty, 
Who pass'd the sentence upon Michel Steno ; 
They *11 do as much by Barbaro, no doubt. 

/. Ber. Ah I dared I speak my feelings ! 

Doge. Give them breath. 

Mine have no further outi^age to endure. 

/. BeTi Then in a word, it rests but on your word 
To punish and avenge — I will not say 
My petty wrong, for what is a mere blow, 
However vile, to such a thing as I am ? — 
But the base insult done your state and person. 

Doge. You overrate my power, which is a pageant. 
This cap is not the monarch's crown ; these robes 
Might move compassion, like a beggar's rags ; 
Nay, more, a beggar's are his own, and these 
But lent to the poor puppet, who must play 
Its part with all its empire in this ermine. 

/. Ber. Wouldst thou be king ? 

Doge. Yes— of a happy peoijU. 

/. Ber. Wouldst thou be sovereign, lord o^ Necwi^X 

Doge. M- 

12 that the people shared that 80vere\gii\.y, 

VOL. J. ^ 
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So that nor they nor I were further slaves 
To this o'ergrown aristocratic Hydra, 
The poisonous heads of whose envenom'd body 
Have breathed a pestilence upon us all. 

/. Ber. Yet, thou wast born, and still hast lived, patrician. 

Doge. In evil hour was I so bom ; my birth 
Hath made mo Doge to be insulted : but 
I lived and toil'd a soldier and a servant 
Of Venice and her people, not the senate ; 
Their good and my own honour were my guerdon. 
I have fought and bled ; commanded, ay, and conquered ; 
Have made and marr'd peace oft in embassies, 
As it might chance to be our country's 'vantage ; 
Have traversed land and sea in constant duty, 
Through almost sixty years, and still for Venice, 
My fathers' and my birthplace, whose dear spires, 
Riing at distance o'er the blue Lagoon, 
It was reward enough for me to view 
Once more ; but not for any knot of men. 
Nor sect, nor faction, did I bleed or sweat ! 
But would you know why I have done all this ? 
Ask of the bleeding pelican why she 
Hath ripp'd her bosom ? Had the bird a voice. 
She 'd tell thee 't was for all her little ones. 

/. Ber. And yet they made thee duke. 

Doge. They made me so ; 

I sought it not, the flattering fetters met me 
Betuming from my Roman embassy, 
And never having hitherto refused 
Toil, charge, or duty for the state, I did not. 
At these late years, decline what was the highest 
Of all in seeming, but of all most base 
In what we have to do and to endure : 
Bear witness for me thou, my injured subject. 
When I can neither right myself nor thee. 

/. Bei\ You shall do both, if you possess the will ; 
And many thousands more not less oppress'd. 
Who wait but for a signal — will you give it ? 

Doge. You speak in riddles, 

/. Ber. Which shall soon be read 

At peril of my life, if you disdain not 
To lend a patient car. 
J^o^e, Say on. 
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/. Bcr. Not thou, 

Nor I alone, arc injiu'ed and abused, 
Contemn'd and trampled on ; but the wliole people 
Groan with the strong conception of their wrongs ; 
The foreign soldiers in the senate's pay 
Are discontented for their long arrears ; 
The native mariners, and civic troops, 
Feel with then* friends ; for who is he amongst them 
Whose brethren, parents, children, wives, or sisters, 
Have not partook oppression, or pollution. 
From the patricians ? And the hopeless war 
Against the Genoese, which is still maintain'd 
With the plebeian blood, and treasure wrung 
From then* hard earnings, has inflamed them further : 
Even now — ^but, I forget that speaking thus. 
Perhaps I pass the sentence of my death ! 

Doge. And suffering what thou hast done — ^fear'st thou 
death? 
Be silent then, and live on, to be beaten 
By those for whom thou hast bled. 

/. Bei\ No, I will speak 

At every hazard ; and if Venice' Doge 
Should turn delator, be the shame on him. 
And sorrow too ; for he will lose far more 
Than I. 

I>oge. From me feai* nothing ; out with it ! 

/. Ber. Know then, that there are met and sworn in secret 
A band of brethren, valiant hearts and true ; 
Men who have proved all fortunes, and have long 
Grieved over that of Venice, and have right 
To do so ; having served her in all climes, 
And having rescued her from foreign foes. 
Would do the same from those withiu her walls. 
They are not numerous, nor yet too few 
For their great purpose ; they have arms, and means, 
And hearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient courage. 

Doge. For what then do they pause ? 

/. Ber. An hour to strike. 

Doge {aside). Saint Mark's shall strike that hour ! « 

/. Ber. I now ba.ve ^\aRfeft^ 

My life, my honour, all my earthly liopea 
Within thy power, but in tho firmbeViei 
That iDJuriea like oura, sprung from ouo coua^i 
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"Will generate one vengeance : sliould it be so, 
Be our chief now — our sovereign hereafter. 

Doge. How many aie ye ? 

/. Ber, I '11 not answer that 

Till I am answer'd. 

Doge. How, sir ! do you menace ? 

/. Ber. No ; I affirm. I have betray'd myself; 
But there 's no torture in the mystic wells 
Which undermine your palace, nor in those 
Not less appalling cells, the " leaden roofs,** 
To force a single name from me of others. 
The Pozzi ^ and the Piombi were in vain ; 
They might wring blood from mo, but treachery never. 
And I would pass the fearful " Bridge of Sighs," 
Joyous that mine must be the last that e'er 
Would echo o'er the Stygian wave which flows 
Between the murderers and the murder'd, washing 
The prison and the palace walls : there are 
Those who would live to think on 't, and avenge me. 

Doge. If such your power and purpose, why come 
here 
To sue for justice, being in the course 
To do yourself due right ? 

/. Bei'. Because the man. 

Who claims protection from authority. 
Showing his confidence and his submission 
To that authority, can hardly be 
Suspected of combining to destroy it. 
Had I sate down too humbly with this blow, 
A moody brow <and mutter'd threats had made me 
A mnrk'd man to the Forty's inquisition ; 
But loud complaint, however angrily 
It shapes its phrase, is little to be fear'd. 
And less distrusted. But, besides all this, 
I had another reason. 

Doge. What was that ? 

/. Ber. Some rumours that the Doge was greatly moved 
By the reference of the Avogadori 
Of Michel Steno's sentence to the Forty 
Had reach'd me. I had served you, honour'd you, 
And felt that you were dangerously insulted. 
Being of an order of such spirits, as 
Requite tenfold both good and ovi\ •. 't"waa 
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My wish to pvove and urge you to redrcsg. 
Now you kuow all ; and that I speak the truth, 
My peril be the proofl 

Doge. You have deeply ventured ; 

But fiJl must do so who would gi-eatly win : 
Thus far I '11 answer you — ^your secret 's safe. 

/. Bei\ And is this all ] 

Doge, Unless with all intrusted, 

What would you have me answer ? 

/. Ber. I would have you 

Trust him who leaves his life in trust with you. 

Doge, But I must know your plan, your names, and 
numbers ; 
The last may then be doubled, and the former 
Matured and strengthened. 

/. Ber, We 're enough aU'eady ; 

You are the sole ally we covet now. 

Doge. But bring me to the knowledge of your chiefs. 

/. Ber, That shall be done upon your formal pledge 
To keep the faith that we will pledge to you. 

Doge. When ? where ? 

/. Ber. This night I '11 bring to yom' apai-tment 

Two of the principals : a greater number 
Were hazardous. 

Doge. Stay, I must think of this. — 

What if I were to trust myself amongst you. 
And leiive the palace ? 

/. Ber. You must come alone. 

Doge* With but my nephew. 

/. Ber. Not were he your son. 

Doge Wretch ! darcst thou name my son ? He died in 
arms 
At Sapienza for this faithless state. 
Oh ! that he were alive, and I in ashes ! 
Or that he were alive ere 1 be ashes ! 
I should not need the dubious aid of strangers. 

/. Ber. Not one of all those strangers whom thou doubtest, 
But will regard thee with a filial feeling, 
So that thou keep'st a father's faith with them. 

Doge. The die is cast. Where is the place of meeting? 

/. Ber, At midnight I will be alone aiidioaaVdL 
"Where'er jour i/ghncss pleases to direct "kvo. 
To wait your coming, and conduct you ^\iex^ 



86 MARINO FALIERO, [let I. 

Ybu shall receive our homage, and pronounce 
Upon our project. 

Doge. At what hour aiises 

The moon? 

/. Ber. Late, but the atmosphere is thick and dusky, 
'T is a sirocco. 

Doge. At the midnight hour, then, 

Near to the church where sleep my sires ; ^ the same, 
Twin-named from the apostles John and Paul ; 
A gondola,^ with one oar only, will 
Lurk in the narrow channel which glides by. 
Be there. 

/. Bei\ I will not fail. 

Doge. And now retire 

/. Ber. In the full hope your highness will not falter 
In your great purpose. Prince, I take my leave. 

[^Ex'it Israel Bertuccio. 

Doge (solus). At midnight, by the church Saints John and 
Paul, 
Where sleep my noble fathers, I repair — 
To what ? to hold a council in tlie dark 
With common ruffians leagued to ruin states ! 
And will not my great sires leap from the vault, 
Where lie two doges who preceded me, 
And pluck me down amongst them ? Would they could ! . 
For I should rest in honour with the honourd. 
Alaa ! I must not think of them, but those 
Who have made me thus unworthy of a name 
Noble and brave as aught of consulai* 
On Roman marbles ; but I will redeem it 
Back to its antique lustre in our annals. 
By sweet revenge on all that 's base in Venice, 
Aiid freedom to the rest, or leave it black 
To all the growing calumnies of time. 
Which never spare the fame of him who fails. 
But try the Caesar, or the Catiline, 
By the true touchstone of desert — success. 
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ACT II. 

SCKSB I. — An Apartment in the Ducal Palace. 

Ahqiolina {tc\fe of the Dooe) and Mabiakna. 

Ang. What was the Doge's answer ? 

Mao; That he was 

That moment summon' d to a conference ; 
But 't is by this time ended. I perceived 
Not long ago the senators embarking ; 
And the last gondola may now be seen 
Gliding into the throng of barks which stud 
The glittering waters. 

Ang. Would he were retum'd ! 

He has been much disquieted of late ; 
And Time, which has not tamed his fiery spirit, 
Nor yet enfeebled even his mortal fi-ame. 
Which seems to be more nourish'd by a soul 
So quick and restless that it would consume 
Less hardy clay — Time has but little power 
On his resentments or his griefs. Unlike 
To other spirits of his order, who. 
In the first burst of passion, pour away 
Their wrath or soitow, all things wear in him 
An aspect of eternity : his thoughts. 
His feelings, passions, good or evil, all 
Have nothing of old age ; and his bold brow 
Bears but the scars of mind, the thoughts of years, 
Not their decrepitude : and ho of late 
Has been more agitated than his wont. 
Would he were come ! for 1 alone have power 
Upon his troubled spirit. 

Mar. It is true, 

His highness has of late been greatly moved 
By the affront of Steno, and with cause : 
But the offender doubtless even now 
Is doom'd to expiate his rash insult with 
Such chastisement as will enforce respect 
To female virtue, and to noble blooOi. 

An^. 'T waa a gross insult \ but 1 \iee^ \\» xift\i 
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For the rash scomer's falsehood in itself, 
But for the effect, the deadly deep impression 
AVhich it has made upon Faliero's soul, 
The proud, the fiery, the austere — austere 
To all save me : I tremble when I think 
To what it may conduct. 

Mar. Assuredly 

The Doge can not suspect you ? 

Ang. Suspect «i«/ 

Wliy Stcno dared not : when he scrawl'd his lie, 
Grovelling by stealth in the moon's glimmering light, 
Kis own still conscience smote him for the act, 
And every shadow on the walls frown'd shame 
Upon his coward calumny. 

Mar. 'T were fit 

He should be punish'd gi-ievously. 

Ang. He is so. 

Ma7\ What ! is the sentence passed ? is he condemn'd ? 

Ang. I know not that, but he has been detected. 

Mar. And deem you this enough for such foul scorn ? 

Ang. I would not be a judge in my own cause. 
Nor do I know what sense of punishment 
May reach the soul of ribalds such as Steno ; 
But if his insults sink no deeper in 
The minds of the inquisitors than they 
Have ruffled mine, he will, for all acquittance, 
Be left to his own shamelessness or shame. 

Mar. Some sacrifice is due to slander'd virtue. 

Ang. Why, what is virtue if it needs a victim ? 
Or if it must depend upon men's words ? 
The dying Roman said, " 't was but a name :" 
It were indeed no more, if human breath 
Could make or mar it. 

Mar. Yet full many a dam^ 

Stainless and faithful, would feel all the v^rong 
Of such a slander; and less rigid ladies. 
Such as abound in Venice, would be loud 
And all-inexorable in their cry 
For justice. 

Ang. This but proves it is the name 

And not the quality they prize : the first 
Have found it a hard task to hold their honour, 
Jf thej^ require it to be blazon'd forth •, 
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And those who have not kept it, seek its seemiug 
As they would look out for an ornament 
Of which they feel the want, but not because 
They think it so ; they live in others' thoughts, 
And would seem honest as they must seem fair. 

Mar. You have strange thoughts for a patrician dame. 

Ang. And yet they were my father's ; with his name, 
The sole inheritance ho left. 

Mar. You want none j 

Wife to a prince, the chief of the Republic. 

Ang. I should havo sought none though a peasant's bride, 
But feel not less the love and gratitude 
Due to my father, who bestow'd my hand 
Upon his early, tried, and trusted friend. 
The Count Val di Marino, now oiu* Doge. 

Mar. And with that hand did he bestow youi* heart ? 

Aug. He did so, or it had not been bestow'd. 

Mar. Yet this strange disproportion in your years, 
And, let me add, disparity of tempers. 
Might make the world doubt whether such an union 
Could make you wisely, permanently happy. 

Ang. The world will think with worldlings ; but my heart 
Has still been in my duties, which are many, 
But never difficult. 

Mar. And do you love him ? 

Arig. 1 love all noble qualities which merit 
Love, and I loved my father, who first taught me 
^ To single out what we should love in others, 
And to subdue all tendency to lend 
The best and purest feelings of our nature 
To baser passions. He bestow'd my band 
Upon Faliero : he had known liim noble. 
Brave, generous ; rich in all the qualities 
Of soldier, citizen, and friend ; in all 
Such have I found him as my father said. 
His faults are those that dwell in the high bosoms 
Of men who have commanded ; too much pride, 
And the deep passions fiercely foster'd by 
The uses of patricians, and a life 
Spent in the storms of state and war ; and also 
From the quick sense of honour, whicb. \)e<iOTSi^^ 
A duty to a certain sign, a ^^ce 
When over8trfun*df and this I fear in "him* 
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And then he has been rash from his youth upwards, 

Yet temper'd by redeeming nobleness 

In such sort, that the wariest of republics 

Has lavish'd all its chief employs upon him, 

From his first fight to his last embassy, 

From which on his return the dukedom met him. 

Mar. But previous to this marriage, had your heart 
Ne'er beat for any of the noble youth. 
Such as in years had been more meet to match 
Beauty like yours ] or since have you ne'er seen 
One, who, if your fair hand were still to give, 
Might now pretend to Loredano's daughter ? 

Ang. I answer' d your first question when I said 
I manied. 

Mar. And the second ? 

Ang. Needs no answer. 

Mar. I pray you pardon, if I have offended. 

Ang. I feel no wrath, but some surprise : I knew not 
That wedded bosoms could peimit themselves 
To ponder upon what they now might choose. 
Or aught save their past choice. 

Mai\ 'T is their past choice 

That far too often makes them deem they would 
Now choose more wisely, could they cancel it. 

Ang. It may be so. I knew not of such thoughts. 

Mar. Here comes the Doge — shall I retu'e ? 

Ang. It may 

Be better you should quit me ; he seems rapt 
In thought. — How pensively he takes his way ! 

[Exit MABiAxyA. 

Enter the Doge and Pietro. 

Doge (musing). There is a certain Philip Calendaro 
Now in the Arsenal, who holds command 
Of eighty men, and has great influence 
Besides on all the spirits of his comrades : 
This man, I hear, is bold and popular, 
Sudden and daring, and yet secret ; 't would 
Be well that he were won : I needs must hope 
That Israel Bertuccio has secured him, 
But fain would bo ■ 
J^/k My lord, pray pardon me 

J^or breaking' in upon your meditation *, 
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The Senator Bertuccio, your kinsman, 

Charged me to follow and enquire your pleasure 

To fix an hour when he may speak with you. 

Doge, At simset. — Stay a moment — let me see — 
Say in the second hour of night. {Exit Pietro 

Ang. My lord I 

Doge. My dearest child, forgive me — why delay 
So long approaching me ? — I saw you not. 

Ang. You were absorb'd in thought, and he who now 
Has parted from you might have words of weight 
To bear you from the senate. 

Doge. From the senate ? ^^ 

Ang. 1 would not interrupt him in his duty 
And theirs. 

Doge. The senate's duty ! you mistake ; 
*T is we who owe all service to the senate. 

Ang. I thought the Duke had held command in Venice. 

Doge. He shall. — But let that pass. — We will be jocund. 
How fares it with you ? have you been abroad 1 
The day is overcast, but the calm wave 
Favours the gondolier's light skimming oar ; 
Or have you held a levee of your friends ? 
Or has your music made you solitary ? 
Srty — is there aught that you would will within 
The little sway now left the Duke ? or aught 
Of fitting splendour, or of honest pleasure. 
Social or lonely, that would glad your heui;. 
To compensate for many a dull hour, wasted 
On an old man oft moved with many cares ? 
Speak, and 't is done. 

Atuj, You 're ever kind to me. 

I have nothing to desire, or to request, 
Excejit to see you oftener and calmer. 

Doge. Calmer? 

Ang. Ay, calmer, ray good lord. — Ah, why 

Do you still keep apart, and walk alone, 
, And let such strong emotions stamp your brow. 
As not betraying their full import, yet 
Disclose too much ] 

Doge. Disclose too much ! — of what ? 

What is there to disclose ? 

A Tiff. A heart so i\\ 

At ease. 
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Dfjgf, 'Tis nothing, child. — But in the state 

You know what daily cares oppress all those 
Who govern this precarious commonwealth ; 
Now suffering from the Genoese without, 
And malcontents within — 't is this which makes me 
More pensive and less tranquil than my wont. 

Ang. Yet this existed long before, and never 
Till in these late days did I see you thus. 
Forgive me ; there is something at your heart 
More than the mere discharge of public duties, 
Which long use and a talent like to youra 
Have render'd light, nay, a necessity, 
To keep your mind from stagnating. 'T is not 
In hostile states, nor perils, thus to shake you, — 
You, who have stood all storms and never sunk, 
And clinab'd up to the pinnacle of power 
And never fainted by the way, and stand 
Upon it, and can look down steadily 
Along the depth beneath, and ne'er feel dizzy. 
Were Genoa's galleys riding in the port. 
Were civil fury imaging in Saint Mark's, 
You are not to be wrought on, but would fall, 
As you have risen, with an unalter'd brow : 
Your feelings now are of a different kind ; 
Something has stung your pride, not patriotism. 

Doge. Pride ! Angiolina 1 Alas ! none is left mo. 

Ang. Yes — the same sin that overthrew the angels, 
And of all sins most easily besets 
Mortals the nearest to the angelic nature : 
The vile are only vain ; the great are proud. 

Doge. I had the pride of honour, of your honour, 
Deep at my heart But let us change the theme. 

Ang. Ah no ! — As I have ever shared your kindness 
In all .things else, let me not be shut out 
From your distress : were it of public import, 
You know I never sought, would never seek 
To win a word from you ; but feeling now 
Your grief is private, it belongs to me 
To lighten or divide it. Since the day 
Wlien foolish Steno's ribaldry detected 
Unfix'd your quiet, you are greatly changed. 
And I would soothe you back to what you were. 
^ity^. To what I was I — ^have you bieaxd ^^.e^io'^ ^«\i\«w<i^\ 
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Ang. No. 

Doge, A month's arrest. . 

Ang. Is it not enough 1 

Doge, Enough ! — yes, for a drunken galley slave. 
Who, stung by stripes, may murmur at his master; 
But not for a deliberate, false, cool villain, 
Who stains a lady's and a prince's honour 
Even on the throne of his authority. 

Ang. There seems to be enough in the conviction 
Of a patrician guilty of a falsehood ; 
All other punishment were light unto 
His loss of honour. 

Doge. Such men have no honour ; 

They have but their vile lives — and these are spared. 

Ang. You would not have him die for this offence ? 

Doge. Not now : — ^being still alive, I 'd have him live 
Long as he can ; he has ceased to merit death ; 
The guilty saved hath damu'd his hundred judges. 
And he is pure, for now his crime is theirs. 

Ang. Oh ! had this false and flippant libeller 
Shed his young blood for his absurd lampoon, 
Ne'er from that moment could this breast have known 
A joyous hour, or dreamless slumber more. 

Doge. Does not the law of Heaven say blood for blood ? 
And he who taints kills more than he who sheds it. 
Is it the pain of blows, or sHiame of blows. 
That makes such deadly to the sense of man ? 
Do not the laws of man say blood for honour, — 
And, less than honomr, for a little gold ? 
Say not the laws of nations blood for treason ? 
Is 't nothing to have fiU'd these veins with poison 
For their once healthful current ? is it nothing 
To have stain'd your name and mine — the noblest names ? 
Is 't nothing to have brought into contempt 
A prince before his people ? to have fail'd 
In the respect accorded by mankind 
To youth in woman, and old age in man ? 
To virtue in your sex, and dignity 
In ours ? — But let them look to it who have saved him. 

Ang. Heaven bids us to forgive our enemies. 

Doge. Doth Heaven forgive her own ? Is Safcasi ^'s:?^'^ 
From wrath eternal ? " 

^^y. Do not speak. t\i\\a -wW^^ — 

Heaven will alike forgive you and yo>xi: lo^s- 
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Doge. Amen ! May Heaven forgive them ! 

-4 ng. And will you ? 

Doge. Yes, wlien they ai*e in heaven ! 

Ang. And not till then ? 

Doge. Wlmt matters my forgiveness ? an old man's, 
Worn out, scorn' d, spum'd, abused ; what matters then 
My pai'don more than my resentment, both 
Being weak and worthless ? I have lived too long ; 
But let us change the ai'gument. — My child ! 
My injured wife, the child of Loredano, 
The brave, the chivalrous, how little deem'd 
Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend. 
That he was linking thee to shame ! — ^Alas ! 
Shame without sin, for thou art faultless. Hadst thou 
But had a different husband, any husband 
In Venice save the Doge, this blight, this brand, 
This blasphemy had never fallen upon thee. 
So young, bo beautiful, so good, so pure, 
To suffer this, aud yet be unavenged ! 

Ang. I am too well avenged, for you still love me, 
And trust, and honour me ; and all men know 
That you are just, and I am tnie : what more 
Could I require, or you command ? 

Doge, 'T is well, 

And may be better ; but whate'er betide, 
Be thou at least kind to my memory. 

Ang. Why speak you thus ? 

Doge, It is no matter why ; 

But I would still, whatever othere think, 
Have your respect both now and in my grave. 

Ang. Why should you doubt it ? has it ever fail'd ? 

Doge. Come hither, child ; I would a word with you. 
Your father was my friend ; unequal fortune 
Made him my debtor for some courtesies 
Which bind the good more firmly : when, oppress'd 
With his last malady, he will'd our union. 
It was not to repay me, long repaid 
Before by his great loyalty in friendship ; 
His object was to place your orphan beauty 
In honourable safety from the perils. 
Which, in this scorpion nest of vice, assail 
A lonely and undowcr'd maid. I did not 
TJuuk with him, but would not oppose t\ie t\iOM.^^ 
Which soothed his death-bed. 
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Ang, I have not forgotten 

The nobleness with which you bade me speak 
If my young heart held any preference 
Which would have made me happier ; nor your offer 
To make my dowry equal to the rank 
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim 
My father's last injunction gave you. 

Doge. Thus, 

*T was not a foolish dotard's vile caprice. 
Nor the fixlse edge of aged appetite. 
Which made me covetous of girlish beauty, 
And a young bride : for in my fieriest youth 
I sway'd such passions ; nor was this my age 
Infected with that leprosy of lust 
Which taints the hoariest years of vicious men, 
Making them ransack to the very last 
The dregs of pleasure for their vauish'd joys; 
Or buy in selfish marriage some young victim. 
Too helpless to refuse a state that 's honest, 
Too feeling not to know herself a wretch. 
Our wedlock was not of this sort ; you had 
Freedom from me to choose, and urged in answer 
Your father's choice. 

Ang. I did so ; I would do so 

In face of earth and heaven ; for I have never 
Repented for my sake ; sometimes for yours. 
In pondering o'er your late disquietudes. 

Doge. I knew my heart would never treat you harshly j 
I knew my days could not disturb you long ; 
And then the daughter of my earliest friend, 
His worthy daughter, free to choose again. 
Wealthier and wiser, in the ripest bloom 
Of womanhood, more skilful to select 
By passing these probationary years 
Inheriting a prince's name and riches, 
Secured, by the short penance of enduring 
An old man for some summers, against all 
That law's chicane or envious kinsmen might 
Have urged against her right ; my best friend's child 
Would choose more fitly in respect of years, 
And not less ti-uly in a faithful heart. 

Ang. My lord, I look'd but to my fat\ier'a\?\^«a,, 
Hallow'd by bis last words, and to my Yiewrti 
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For doing all its duties, and replying 
With faith to him with whom I was affianced. 
Ambitious hopes ne'er cross'd my dreams ; and should 
The hour you speak of come, it will be seen so. 

Doge, I do believe you ; and I know you true : 
For love, romantic love, which in my youth 
I knew to be illusion, and ne'er saw 
Lasting, but often fatal, it had been 
No lure for mo, in my most passionate days, 
And could not be so now, did such exist. 
But such respect, and mildly paid regard 
As a true feeling for your welfare, and 
A free compliance with all honest wishes, — 
A kindness to your virtues, watchfulness 
Not shown, but shadowing o'er such little failings 
As youth is apt in, so as not to check 
Rashly, but win you from them ere you knew 
You had been won, but thought the change your choice ; 
A pride not in your beauty, but your conduct; 
A trust in you ; a patriarchal love, 
And not a doting homage ; friendship, faith, — 
Such estimation in your eyes as these 

Might claim, I hoped for. 

Ang. And have ever had. 

Doge. I think so. For the difference in our years 

You knew it, choosing me, and chose : I tiiisted 

Not to my qualities, nor would have faith 

In such, nor outward ornaments of nature. 

Were I still in my five and twentieth spi-ing ; 

I trusted to the blood of Loredauo 

Pure in your veins ; I trusted to the soul 

God gave you — to the truths your father taught you — 

To your belief in Heaven — to your mild virtues — 

To your own faith and honour, for my own. 
Ang. You have done well. — I thank you for that trust, 

Which I have never for one moment ceased 

To honour you the more for. 

Doge. Where is honour. 

Innate and precept-strengthen' d, 'tis the rock 

Of faith connubial : where it is not — where 

Liglit thoughts are lurking, or the vanities 
Of worldly pleasure rankle in the heart, 
Or eensual tbroba convulse it, well 1 kwoYi 
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'T were hopeless for humanity to dream 
Of honesty in such infected blood. 
Although 'twere wed to him it covets most : 
An incarnation of the poet's god 
In all his marble-chisell'd beauty, or 
The demi-deity, Alcides, in 
His majesty of superhuman manhood. 
Would not suffice to bind where virtue is not ; 
It is consistency which forms and proves it : 
Vice cannot fix, and virtue cannot change. 
The once fall'n woman must for ever fall ; 
For vice must have vaiiety, while vii-tue 
Stands like the sun, and all which rolls around 
Drinks life, and light, and glory from her aspect. 

Ang. And seeing, feeling thus this truth in others, 
(I pray you pardon me ;) but wherefore yield you 
To the most fierce of fatal passions, and 
Disquiet your great thoughts with restless hate 
Of such a thing as Steno? 

Doge. You mistake me. 
It is not Steno who could move me thus ; 
Had it been so, he should ^but let that pass. 

Ang, What is't you feel so deeply, then, even now? 

Doge. The violated majesty of Venice, 
At once insulted in her lord and laws. 

Aug. Alas ! why will you thus consider it ? 

Doge. I have thought on 't till but let me lead you back 

To what I urged ; aU these things being noted, 
I wedded you ; the world then did me justice 
Upon the motive, and my conduct proved 
They did me right, while yours was all to praise : 
You had all freedom, all respect, all trust 
From me and mine ; and, bom of those who made 
Princes at home, and swept kings from their thrones 
On foreign shores, in all things you appear 'd 
Worthy to be our first of native dames. 

Aug, To what does this conduct ? 

Doge. To thus much — ^that 

A miscreant's angry breath may blast it all — 
A villain, whom for his unbridled beai-ing. 
Even in the midst of our great festival, 
1 caused to be conducted forth, and ta\ig\iV. 
HoiF to demean bimaelf in ducal cb.am.'bexa \ 

VOL, z. «. 
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A wretch like this may leave upon the wall 
The blighting venom of his sweltering heaii;. 
And this shall spread itself in general poison ; 
And woman's innocence, man's honour, pass 
Into a by-word ; and the doubly felon 
(Who first insulted vu'gin modesty 
By a gross affront to your attendant damsels 
Amidst the noblest of our dames in public) 
Requite himself for his most just expulsion 
By blackening publicly his sovereign's consort, 
Aiid be absolved by his upright compeers. 

Ang, But he has been condemn'd into captivity. 

Doge, For such as him a dungeon were acquittal ; 
And his brief term of mock-arrest will pass 
Within a palace. But I 've done with him ; 
The rest must be with you. 

Ang. With me, my lord ? 

Doge, Yes, Angiolino. Do not marvel ; I 
Have let this prey upon me till I feel 
My life cannot be long ; and fain would have you 
Regard the injunctions you will find within 

Tills scroll {Giving her a papei') Fear not ; they are for 

your advantage : 
Read them hereafter at the fitting hour. 

Ang. My lord, in life, and after life, you shall 
Be honom''d still by me : but may your days 
Be many yet — and happier than the present I 
This passion will give way, and you will bo 
Serene, and what you should be — what you were. 

Doge, I will be what I should be, or be nothing ; 
But never more — oh ! never, never more. 
O'er the few days or hours which yet await 
The blighted old age of Faliero, shall 
Sweet quiet shed her sunset ! Never more 
Those summer shadows rising from the past 
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life. 
Mellowing the last hours as the night approaches, 
Shall soothe me to my moment of long rest. 
I had but little more to ask, or hope. 
Save the regards due to the blood and sweat, 
And 'the soul's labour through which I had toil'd 
To make my country honoured. Aa \\er aetvaxit — 
JSer servautj though, her chief— 1 would \iWQ %Qiaa 
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Down to my fiithcrs with a name serene 

And pure as theirs ; but this has been denied me. 

Would I had died at Zara ! 

Ang. There you saved 

The state ; then live to save her still. A day, 
Another day like that would be the best 
Beproof to them, and sole revenge for you. 

Doffe. But one such day occurs within an ago ; 
My lUTe is little less than one, and 't is 
Enough for Fortune to have granted once, 
Ttat which scarce one more favour'd citizen 
May win in many states and years. But why 
Thus speak I ? Venice has forgot that day — 
T hen why should I remember it ? — Farewell, 
r weet Angiolina ! I must to my cabinet ; 
1 here 's much for me to do — and the hour hastens. 

Anff. Remember what you were. 

Doge, It were in vain ! 

Joy's recollection is no longer joy, 
While sorrow's memory is a sorrow still. 

Ang. At least, whate'er may urge, let me implore 
That you will take some little pause of rest : 
Your sleep for many nights has been so turbid. 
That it had been relief to have awaked you, 
Had I not hoped that Nature would o'crpower 
At length the thoughts which shook your slumbei'S thus. 
An hour of rest will give you to your toils 
With fitter thoughts and freshcii'd strength. 

Doge, I cannot — 

1 must not, if I could j for never was 
Such reason to be watchful : yet a few — 
Yet a few days and dream -pei*tui*bed nights, 
And I shall slumber well — but where ? — no matter. 
Adieu, my Angiolina. 

Ang, Let me be 

An instant — ^yet an instant your companion ! 
I cannot bear to leave you thus. 

Doge, Come then, 

My gentle child — forgive me ; thou wert made 
For better fortunes than to share in mine. 
Now darkling in their close toward the deep 'VViXe 
Where Death sits robed in his all-sweepmg a\i«AoN«» 
When lam gone — it may be sooner tYv*"\ 
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Even these ycara waiTant, for there is that stirring 

Within, above, around, that in this city 

Will make the cemeteries populous 

As e'er they were by pestilence or war, — 

When I am nothing, let that which I was 

Be still sometimes a name on thy sweet lips, 

A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing 

AVliich would not have thee mourn it, but remember. 

Let us begone, my child — the time is pressing. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

A retired spot near the Arsenal. 
Israel Bkrtuccio and Philip Calexdaro. 

Cal. How sped you, Israel, in your late complaint ? 

/. Ber. Why, well. 

CaJ. Is 't possible ! will he be punish'd ? 

/. Bcr. Yes. 

Cal. With what ? a mulct or an an-est 1 

/. Ber. . With death ! 

Cal. Now you rave, or must intend revenge. 
Such as I counsell'd you, with your own hand. 

/. Bcr. Yes ; and for one sole draught of hate, forego 
The great redress we meditate for Venice, 
And change a life of hope for one of exile ; 
Leaving one scoi-pion crush'd, and thousands stinging 
My friends, my family, my countrymen ! 
No, Calendai'o ; these same drops of blood, 
Shed shamefully, shall have the whole of his 

For their requital but not only his ; 

We will not strike for private wrongs alone : 
Such are for selfish passions and rash men. 
But are unworthy a tyrannicide. 

Cal. You have more patience than I care to boast. 
Had I been present when you bore this insult, 
I mtist have slain him, or expired myself 
In the vain effort to repress my wrath. 

/. Ba\ Thank Heaven you were not — all had else been 
marr'd : 
As 'tis, our cause looks prosperous still. 

The Doge — what answer gave he ] 
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/. Bei\ That there was 

No punishment for such as Barbaro. 

Caf. I told you so before, and that 't was idle 
To think of justice from such hands. 

/. Bci\ At least, 

It luird suspicion, showing confidence. 
Had I been silent, not a sbirro but 
Ha 1 V ept me in his eye, as meditating 
A silent, solitary, deep revenge. 

Cal. But wherefore not address you to the Council ? 
The Doge is a mere puppet, who can scarce 
Obtain right for himself. AVhy speak to him ? 

/. Ber, You shall know that hereafter. 

Cal, Wliy not now ? 

/. Ber. Be patient but till midnight^ Get your musters, 
And bid our friends prepare their companies : 
Set all in readiness to strike the blow, 
Perhaps in a few hours ; we have long waited 
For a fit time — that hour is on the dial. 
It may be, of to-morrow's sun : delay 
Beyond may breed us double danger. See 
That all be punctual at our place of meeting, 
And arm'd, excepting those of the Sixteen, 
Who will remain among the troops to wait 
The signal. 

Cal, Thesis brave words have breathed new life 

Into my veins ; I am sick of these protracted 
And hesitating councils : day on day 
Crawl'd on, and added but another link 
To our long fetters, and some fresher wrong 
Inflicted on our brethren or ourselves. 
Helping to swell our tyrants* bloated strength. 
Let us but deal upon them, and I care not 
For the result, which must be death or freedom I 
I 'm weary to the heart of finding neither. 

/. Ber. We will bo free in life or death ! the grave 
Is chainless. Have you all the mustera ready ? 
And are the sixteen companies completed 
To sixty ? 

Cal. All save two, in which there are 

Twenty-five wanting to make up the nuxciViet. 

/. Be)\ No matter ; we can do 'witTiOMVK N^'Wi^^ «t^ 
theyr 
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Cal. Bci*tram*s and old Soranzo's, both of whom 
Appear less forward iii the cause than we are. 

/. Ber. Your fieiy natui-e makes you deem all thc^e 
Who are not restless cold : but there exists 
Oft in concentred spiiits not loss daring 
Than in more loud avengers. Do not doubt them. 

Cal. I do not doubt the elder ; but in Bertram 
There is a hesitating softness, fatal 
To enterprise like oui's : I 'vo seen that man 
Vv ocp like an infant o'er the misery 
Of othei*s, heedless of his own, though greater; 
And in a recent quarrel I beheld him 
Turn sick at sight of blood, although a vUlain'a. 

/. Ber. The truly bmve ai'c soft of heart and eyes, 
And feel for what their duty bids them do. 
I have known Bertram long ; there doth not breatho 
A soul more full of honour. 

Cal. It may be so : 

I apprehend less treachery than weakness ; 
Yet as he has no mistress, and no wife 
To work upon his milkiness of spirit, 
He may go through the ordeal ; it is well 
He is an orphan, friendless save in us : 
A woman or a child had made him less 
Than either in resolve. 

/. Ber, Such ties are not 

For those who are call'd to the high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealths ; 
We must forget all feelings save the one, 
We must resign all passions save our purpose, 
We must behold no object save our country, 
And only look on death as beautiful, 
So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven. 
And draw down freedom on her evermore. 

Cal. But if we fail 

/. Ber, They never fail who die 

In a great cause ; the block may soak theu* gore ; 
Theii* heads may sodden in the sun ; then* limbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls — 
But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years 
Elapse, and others share as dark a doom, 
Tbejr bud augment the deep and sweeping thoughts 
Which overpower aU others, and conduc^i 
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The world at last to freedom. What were we. 
If Brutus had not lived ? He died in giving 
Rome libei*ty, but left a deathless lesson — 
A name which is a virtue, and a soul 
Which multiplies itself throughout all time, 
When wicked men wax mighty, and a state 
Turns servile. He and his high friend were styled 
" The last of Romans ! " Let us bo the first 
Of true Venetians, sprung from Roman sires. 

C(d. Our fathers did not fly from Attila 
Into these isles, where palaces have sprang 
On banks redeem'd from the rude ocean's ooze^ 
To own a thousand despots in his place. 
Better bow down before the Hun, and call 
A Tartar lord, than these swoln silkworms masters ! 
The first at least was man, and used his sword 
As sceptre : these unmanly creeping things 
Command our swords, and rule us with a word 
As with a spell. • 

/. Ber. It shall be broken soon. 

You say that all things are in readiness ; 
To-day I have not been the usual round. 
And why thou knowest ; but thy vigilance 
Will better have supplied my care : these orders 
In recent council to redouble now 
Our efforts to repair the galleys, have 
Lent a fair colour to the introduction 
Of many of our cause into the arsenal. 
As new artificers for their equipment, 
Or fresh recruits obtain'd in haste to man 
The hoped-for fleet. — Are all supplied with anns ? 

CaJ. All who wore deem'd trust-worthy : there are some 
W^hom it were well to keep in ignomnco 
Till it be time to strike, and then supply them ; 
When in the heat and hurry of the hour 
They have no opportunity to pause, 
But needs must on with those who will suiTound them. 

/. Ber. You have said well. Have you remark*d all 
suchi 

Cat. I've noted most ; and caused the other chiefs 
To use like caution in their companies. 
As far as I have seen, we are eno\ig\i 
To make the enterprise secure, li W% 
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Commenced to-morrow ; but, till *t is begun. 
Each hour is pr^nant with a thousand perils. 

/. Ber, Let the Sixteen meet at the wonted hour, 
Except Soranzo, Nicoletto Blondo, 
And Marco Giuda, who will keep their watch 
Within the arsenal, and hold all ready, 
Expectjmt of the signal we will fix on. 

Vol. We will not fail. 

/. Ber. Let all the rest be there ; 

I have a stranger to present to them. 

Col. A stranger ! doth he know the secret ? 

/ Bei'. Yes. 

Oal. And have you dared to peril your friends* lives 
On a r«sli confidence in one we know not ? 

/. Ber. I have risk'd no man's life except my own — 
Of that be certain : he is one who may 
Make our assurance doubly sure, according 
His aid ; and if reluctant, he no less 
Is in Cur power : he comes alone with me, 
And cannot 'scape us ; but he will not swerve. 

Cal. I cannot judge of this imtil I know him : 
Is he one of our order ] 

/. Ber, Ay, in spirit, 

Although a child of greatness ; he is one 
Who would become a throne, or overthrow one — 
One who has done great deeds, and seen great changes ; 
No tyi-ant, though bred up to tyranny ; 
Valiant in war, and sage in council ; noble 
In nature, although haughty ; quick, yet wary : 
Yet for all this, so full of certain passions, 
That if once stirr'd and baffled, as he has been 
Upon the tenderest points, there is no Fury 
In Grecian story like to that which ^vrings 
His vitals with her burning hands, till he 
Grows capable of all things for revenge ; 
And add too, that his mind is libera], 
He sees and feels the people are oppress'd. 
And shares their sufferings. Take him all in all, 
We have need of such, and such have need of us. 

Cal. And what part would you have him take with ns I 

/. Ber. It may be, that of chief. 

Cal, What ! and resign 

Voiw own command as leader ? 
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I. Ber, Even so. 

My object is to make your cause end well, 

And not to push myself to power. Experience, 

Some skill, and your own choice, had mark'd me out 

To act in trust as your commander, till 

Some worthier should appear : if I have found such 

As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think you 

That I would hesitate from selfishness, 

And, covetous of brief authority, 

Stake our deep interest on my single thoughts, 

Rather than yield to one above me in 

All leading qualities? No, Calendaro, 

Know your friend better ; but you all shall judge. 

Away ! and let us meet at the fix'd hour. 

Be vigilant, and all will yet go well. 

Col. Worthy Bertuccio, I have known you ever 

Trusty and brave, with head end heart to plan 

What I have still been prompt to execute. 

For my own part, I seek no other chief; 
^ What the rest will decide I know not, but 
" I am with you, as I have ever been, 

In all our undertakings. Now farewell, 

Until the hour of midnight sees us meet. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCEKB l.—Scene^ the Space between the Canal and the Church of San 
Giovanni e San Paolo. An equestnan Statue bq/ore it. — A Gondola 
Uc8 in the Canal at some distance. 

Enter the Dooe alone, disguised. 

Doge {solus). I am before the hour, the hour whose voice, 
Pealing into the arch of night, might strike 
These palaces with ominous tottering. 
And rock their marbles to the corner-stone, 
Waking the sleepers from some hideous dream 
Of indistinct but awful augury 
Of that which will befall them. Yes, proud city ! 
Thou must be cleansed of the black blood wbictok. xsiaJtss^^*^ 
A lazar-house of tyranny : the task 
Js forced upon me, I have sought it not \ 
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And therefore was I punish'd, seeing this 

Patrician pestilence spread on and on, 

Until at length it smote me in mj slumbers, 

And I am tainted, and must wash away 

The plague spots in the healing wave. Tall fane ! 

AVhere sleep my fathers, whose dim statues shadow 

The floor which doth divide us from the dead, 

AVhere all the pregnant heai^ts of oui* bold blood, 

Moulder'd into a mite of ashes, hold 

In one shrunk heap what once made many heroes, 

When what is now a handfhl shook the earth — 

Fane of the tutelar saints who guard our house ! 

Vault where two Doges rest— my sires ! who died 

The one of toil, the other in the field, 

With a long race of other lineal chiefe 

And sages, whose gi*eat labours, wounds, and state 

I have inherited, — ^let the graves gape. 

Till all thine aisles be peopled with the dead. 

And pour them from thy portals to gaze on me ! 

I call them up, and them and thee to witness 

AVhat it hath been which put me to this task — 

Their pure high blood, their blazon -roll of glories, 

Their mighty name dishonour d all in me. 

Not by me, but by the ungrateful nobles 

We fought to make our equals, not our lords : 

And chiefly thou, Ordelafo the brave. 

Who perish'd in the field, where I since conquer'd. 

Battling at Zara, did the hecatombs 

Of thine and Venice* foes, there offer'd up 

By thy descendant, merit such acquittance ? 

Spirits ! smile down upon me ; for my cause 

Is yours, in all life now can bo of yours, — 

Your fame, your name, all mingled up in mine, 

And in the future fortunes of our race ! 

Let me but prosper, and I make this city 

Free and immoi-tal, and our house's name 

Worthier of what you were, now and hereafter ! 

Enter Israel Bebtuccio. 

/. £er. Who goes there 1 
I)oge. A friend to Venice. 

J:^^r. , Tishe. 

JVeJconie, my lord, — jou are before t)ie tims. 
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Doge, I am ready to proceed to your assembly. 

/. Ber, Have with you. — I am proud and ploased to see 
Such confident alacrity. Your doubts 
Since our last meeting, then, are all dispell'd ? 

Doge. Not so — ^but I have set my little left 
Of life upon this cast : the die was thrown 
When I fii-st liBtcn'd to your treason. — Stai*t not ! 
That is the word ; I caTiuot shape my tongue 
To syllable black deeds into smooth names. 
Though I be wrought on to commit them. When 
I heard you tempt your sovereign, and forboi-o 
To have you dmgg'd to prison, I became 
Your guiltiest accomplice : now you may. 
If it so please you, do as much by me. 

/. Ber. Strange words, my lord, and most unmerited ; 

am no spy, and neither are we traitors. 

Doge. We — Wet — no matter — you have eam'd the right 
To talk oiut. — But to the point. — If this 
Attempt succeeds, and Venice, render'd free 
And flourishing, when we are in our graves, 
Conducts her generations to our tombs. 
And makes her children with their little hands 
Strew flowers o*er her deliverers' ashes, then 
The consequence will sanctify the deed, 
And we shall be like the two Bruti in 
The annals of hereafter ; but if not. 
If we should fail, employing bloody means 
And secret plot, although to a good end. 
Still we are traitors, honest Israel;— thou 
No less than he who was thy sovereign 
Six hours ago, and now thy brother rebel. 

/. Ber. 'Tis not the moment to consider thus. 
Else I could answer. — Let us to the meeting, 
Or we may be observed in lingering here. 

Doge. We are observed, and have been. 

/. Ber. We observed I 

Let me discover — and this steel 

Doge. Put up ; 

Here are no human witnesses : look there — 
What see you ? 

/. Ber, Only a tall warrior's staiua 

Bestriding a proud steed, in the dim. \\^\i 
Of the dull moon* 



108 MARINO FALIERO, [Act III. 

Doge. That warrior was the sire 

Of my sire's fathei-s, aud that statue was 
Decreed to hiin by the twice rescued city : — 
Think you that he looks dovvu on us or no ? 

/. Bci\ My loi*d, these are mere fantasies ; there are 
No eyes in marble. 

Doge. But there are in Death. 

I tell thee, man, there is a spirit in 
Such things that acts and sees, unseen, though felt; 
Aud, if there be a spell to stir the dead, 
*T is in such deeds as we are now upon. 
Deem'bt thou the souls of such a race as mine 
Can rest, when he, their last descendant chief, 
Stands plotting on the brink of their pure graves 
With stung plebeians ] 

/. Bei'. It had been as well 

To have ponder d this before, — ere you embark'd 
In our great enterprise. — Do you repent ? 

Doge. No — but I feely and shall do to the last. 
I cannot quench a glorious life at once. 
Nor dwindle to the thing I now must be,^^ 
And take men's lives by stealth, without some pause : 
Yet doubt me not ; it is this very feeling, 
And knowing what has wrung me to be thus, 
Which is your best secmity. There 's not 
A roused mechanic in your busy plot 
So wrong'd as I, so fall'n, so loudly call'd 
To his redress : the veiy means I am forced 
By these fell tyrants to adopt is such. 
That I abhor them doubly for the deeds 
Which I must do to pay them back for theirs. 

/. Ber. Let us away — hark — the hour strikes. 

Doge. On — cu- 

lt is our knell, or that of Venice — On. 

/. Ber. Say rather, 't is her freedom's rising peal 
Of triumph. This way — we are near the place. 

[ExninU 
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SCENE II. 

T/ie House where the Conspirators meet. 

Daooumo, Dorc, Bkbtram, Fkdkle Tbrvibano, Calkkdaiu), 
Antokio delle Bendk, &c. &c. 

Col. {entei'infjf). Are all here ? 

Dag, All with you ; except the three 

On duty, and our leader Jsi'ael, 
Who is expected momently. 

Cal, Where 's Bertram 1 

Ber, Here I 

CW. Have you not been able to complete 

The number wanting in your company ? 

Ber. I had marked out some : but 1 have not dared 
To trust them with the secret, till assured 
Tliat they were worthy faith. 

Cat. There is no need 

Of trusting to their faith ; wJio, save oui'selves 
And our more chosen comi-ades, is aware 
Fully of our intent ] they think themselves 
Engaged in secret to the Signoiy,'"* 
To punish some more dissolute yomig nobles 
Who have defied the law in their excesses ; 
But once drawn up, and their new swords well flcsird 
In the rank heaiis of the more odious senators, 
They will not hesitate to follow up 
Their blow upon the othei-s, when they see 
The example of their chiefs, and I for one 
Will set them such, that they for very shame 
And safety will not pause till all have perish'd. 

Bei\ How say you ? all/ 

Cal. 'NVTiom wouldst thou spare 1 

Ber. I spare t 

I have no power to spare. I only question'd. 
Thinking that even amongst these wicked men 
There might be some, whose age and qualities 
Might mark them out for pity. 

Cal. Yes, such pity 

As when the viper hath been cut to pieces, 
The separate fragments quivering in the avitt, 
In the last energy of venomous life, 
Deserve and have. Why, I should Uivnk «ca ^ooxl 
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Of pitying gome particular fang which made 

One in the jaw of the swohi serpent, as 

Of saving one of these : they form but links 

Of one long chain ; one mass, one breath, one body; 

They eat, and drink, and live, and breed together. 

Revel, and lie, oppress, and kill in concert, — 

So let them die as one ! 

Dag. Should one survive. 

He would be dangerous as the whole ; it is not 
Their nimiber, be it tens or thousands, but 
The spirit of this aristocracy 
Which must be rooted out ; and if there were 
A single shoot of the old tree in life, 
'T would fasten in the soil, and spring again 
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fruit 
Bertram, we must be firm ! 

Cat, Look to it well, 

Bertram ; I have an eye upon thee. 

Bcr, AVho 

Distrusts me ? 

Cdl. Not I ; for if I did so. 

Thou wouldst not now be there to talk of trust : 
It is thy softness, not thy want of fdth, 
Which piakes thee to be doubted. 

Ber, You should know 

Who hear me, who and what I am ; a man 
Roused like yourselves to Overthrow oppression j 
A kind man, I am apt to think, as some 
Of you have found me ; and if brave or no, 
You, Calendoro, can i>ronounce, who have seen me 
Put to the proof ; or, if you should have doubts, 
I *11 cleai' them on your person ! 

Cal, You are welcome, 

When once our enterprise is o'er, which must not 
Be interrupted by a private brawl. 

Ber, I am no brawler ; but can bear myself 
As far among the foe as any he 
Who hears me ; else why have I been selected 
To be of your chief comrades ? but no less 
I own my natural weakness ; I have not 
Yet leam'd to think of indiscriminate murder 
tVUhout some sense of shuddering ; and tVie «\^\it 
Of blood which spouts through hoary B(»\^\aiLot 
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To mc a thing of triumph, nor the death 
Of man Biirprised a glory. Well — too well 
I know that we must do such things on those 
Whose acts have raised up such avengers ; but 
If there were some of these who could bo saved 
Prom out this sweeping fate, for our own sokes 
And for our honour, to take off some stain 
Of massacre, which else pollutes it wholly, 
I had been glad ; and see no cause in this 
For sneer, nor for suspicion ! 

Dag. Calm thee, Bei-tram, 

For we suspect thee not, and take good heaiii. 
It is the cause, and not our will, which asks 
Such actions from our hands : we '11 wash away 
All stains in Freedom's fountain ! 

Enter Israel Bebtuccio, and the Doge, disguised. 

Dag, Welcome, Israel. 

Ctmsp. Most welcome. — Brave Bertuccio, thou ai-t late — 
Who is this stranger ? 

Col. It is time to name him. 

Our comrades are even now prepared to greet liim 
In brotherhood, as I have made it known 
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause, 
Approved by thee, and thus approved by all, 
Such is our trust in all thine actions. Now 
Let him unfold himself. 

/. Bet', Stranger, step forth ! 

['i'Ac Doge discovers hiim-.rlf. 

Consp, To arms ! — we are betray'd — it is the Doge ! 
Down with them both ! our traitorous captain, and 
The tyrant he hath sold us to. 

Cal, {drawing Ms sword). Hold ! hold ! 

Who moves a step against them dies. Hold ! hear 
Bertuccio — ^What ! are you appall'd to see 
A lone, unguarded, weaponless old man 
Amongst you ? — ^Israel, speak ; what means this mystery ? 

/. £er. Let them advance and strike at their own bosoms. 
Ungrateful suicides ! for on our lives 
Depend their own, their fortunes, and t\ievic \iQi^^'9», 

Dope. Strike ! — If I dreaded deatli, ». dQQi.\\i xJiQit^ \ssix\v\ 
Than any your rash weapons can inGicit, 
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I should not now be here : Oh, noble Courage I 

The eldest bom of Fear, which makes you brave 

Agaiust this solitary hoary head ! 

See the bold chiefs, who would reform a state 

And shake down senates, mad with wrath and dread 

At sight of one patrician ! Butcher me ! 

You can, I cai*c not. — Israel, are these men 

The mip:lity hearts you spoke of? look upon them ! 

CaJ. Faith ! he hath shamed us, aud deservedly. 
Was this your trust in your true chief Btrtuccio, 
To turn your swords against him and his guest ? 
.Sheathe them, and hear him. 

/. Be)\ I disdain to speak. 

They might and must have known a heart like mine 
Incapable of treachery; and the power 
They gave mo to adopt all fitting means 
To further then* design was ne'er abused. 
They might be certiiin that whoe'er was brought 
By me into this council had been led 
To take his choice — as brother, or as victim. 

Doge. And which am I to be ? your actions leave 
Some cause to doubt the freedom of the choice. 

/. Bei\ My lord, we would have perish'd here together. 
Had these rash men proceeded ; but, behold. 
They are ashamed of that mad moment's impulse, 
And droop their heads ; believe me, they are such 
As I described them. — Speak to them. 

Old. Ay, speak ; 

AVe are all listening in wonder. 

/. Ber. (addressing the conspirators.) You are safe, 
Nay, more, almost tiiumphant — hsten then. 
And know my words for truth. 

Doge. You see mo here, 

As one of you hath said, an old, unarm'd. 
Defenceless man ; and yesterday you saw mo 
I*re3iding in the hall of ducal state, 
Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles. 
Robed in ofi&cial purple, dealing out 
The edicts of a power which is not mine, 
N"or yours, but of our masters — the patricians. 
Why I was there you know, or think you know ; 
IVhy I am kefe, be who hath been most wron^d, 
^0 wJio among yon hath been most iiisvv\lcd, 
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Outraged and trodden on, until he doubt 
If he be worm or no, may answer for me, 
Asking of his own heart what brought him hero ? 
You know my recent story, all men know it. 
And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgment to heap scorn on scorn. 
But spare me the recital — ^it U hero. 
Here at my heart the outrage — ^but my words. 
Already spent in unavailing plaints, 
Would only show my feebleness the more. 
And I come hero to strengthen oven the strong. 
And urge them on to deeds, and not to war 
With woman's weapons ; but I need not urge you. 
Our private wrongs have sprung from public vices, 
In this— I cannot call it commonwealth, 
Nor kingdom, which hath neither prince nor people, 
But all the sins of the old Spartan state ^* 
Without its virtues — temperance and valour. 
The Lords of Lacedgemon were true soldiers, 
But ours are Sybaiites, while we are Helots, 
Of whom I am the lowest, most enslaved ; 
Although dress'd out to head a pageant, as 
The Greeks of yore made drunk their slaves to form 
A pastime for then* children. You are met 
To overthrow this monster of a state. 
This mockery of a government, this spectre. 
Which must be exorcised with blood, — and then 
We will renew the times of truth and justice, 
Condensing in a fair &ee commonwealth 
Not rash equality but equal rights, 
Proportion'd like the columns to the temple, 
Qiving and taking strength reciprocal. 
And making firm the whole with grace and beauty. 
So that no part could be removed without 
Infringement of the genei*al symmetry. 
In operating this great change, I claim 
To be one of you — ^if you trust in me ; 
If not, strike home, — my life is compromised, 
And I would rather fall by freemen's hands 
Than live another day to act the tyrant 
As delegate of tyrants : such I am not, 
And never have been — read it in owr aim^a^ ', 
Icon appeal to my past government 

VOL. I. \ 
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In many lands and cities ; they can tell you 

If I were an oppressor, or a man 

Feeling and thinking for my fellow men. 

Haply had I been what the senate sought, 

A thmg of robes and trinkets, dizen'd out 

To sit in state as for a sovereign's picture ; 

A popular scourge, a ready sentence-signer, 

A stickler for the Senate and "the Forty," 

A sceptic of all measures which had not 

The sanction of ** the Ten," a council-fawner, 

A tool, a fool, a puppet, — they had ne'er 

Foster'd the wretch who stung me. What I suffer 

Has reach'd me through my pity for the people ; 

That many know, and they who know not j'^et 

Will one day learn : meantime I do devote, 

Whate'er the issue, my last days of life — 

My present power such as it is, not that 

Of Doge, but of a man who has been gi'eat 

Before he was degraded to a Doge, 

And still has individual means and mind; 

I stake my fame (and I had fame) — my breath — 

(The least of all, for its last houra are nigh) 

My heart, my hope, my soul, upon this cast ! 

Such as I am, I offer me to you 

And to your chiefs ; accept me or reject me, — 

A Prince who fain would be a citizen 

Or nothing, and who has left his throne to be so. 

Cal. Long live Faliero ! — ^Venice shall be free ! 

Consp, Long live Faliero ! 

/. Bei: Comrades ! did I well ! 

Is not this man a host in such a cause ? 

Doge. This is no time for eulogies, nor place 
For exultation. Am I one of you ? 

Cal. Ay, and the first among us, as thou hast been 
Of Venice — be our general and chief. 

Doge. Chief ! — general ! — I was geneml at Zara, 
And chief in Rhodes and Cyprus, prince in Venice : 

I cannot stoop that is, I am not fit 

To lead a band of patriots : when I lay 

Aside the dignities which I have borne, 
'T js not to put on others, but to bo 
Maie to my fellowB — but now to tlie pom\i*. 
/s/i9^I lias stated to me your whole plan— 
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'T is bold, but feasible if I assist it, 
And must be set in motion instantly. 

Col. E'en when thou wilt. Is it not so, my friends ] 
I have disposed all for a sudden blow ; 
AVhen shall it be then ? 

Doge, At suniise. 

Bei\ So soon ? 

Doge, So soon ? — so late— each hour accumulates 
Peril on peril, and the more so now 
Since I have mingled with you ; — know you not 
The Council, and "the Ten ?" the spies, the eyes 
Of the patricians dubious of their slaves. 
And now more dubious of the piiuce they have made one ? 
I tell you, you must strike, and suddenly. 
Full to the Hydra's heai-t — its heads will follow. 

Cal. With all my soul and sword, I yield assent ; 
Our companies are ready, sixty each, 
And all now under ai*ms by Israel's order ; 
Each at their different place of rendezvous. 
And vigilant, expectant of somo blow ; 
Let each repair for action to his post ! 
And now, my lord, the signal ? 

Doge. When you hear 

The great bell of Saint Mark's, which may not be 
Struck without special order of the Doge 
(The last poor privilege they leave then* prince), 
March on Saint Mark's ! 

/. Be^; And there ? — 

Doge. By different routes 

Let your march be directed, every sixty 
Entering a separate avenue, and still 
Upon the way let your ciy be of war 
And of the Genoese fleet, by the first davra 
Discem'd before the port ; form round the palace. 
Within whose court will be drawn out in arms 
My nephew and the clients of our house. 
Many and martial ; while the bell tolls on. 
Shout ye, ** Saint Mark ! — the foe is on our waters ! " 

CaX, I see it now — but on, my noble lord. 

Doge. All the patricians flocking to the Council, 
(Which they dare not refuse, at the drea^ sv^n^ 
Vesting from out their patron saint' b proud \.o\?ct^ 
Will then be gathered in unto t)ie kar^eat, 
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Aud we will reap them with the sword for sickle. 
If some few should be tardy or absent them, 
'T will be but to be taken faint and single, 
AVhen the majoiity are put to rest. 

Col. Would that the hour were come ! we will not scotch, 
But kill 

Bcv. Once more, sir, with your pardon, I 
Would now repeat the question which I ask'd 
Before Bertuccio added to our cause 
This great ally who rendera it more sure. 
And therefore safer, and as such admits 
Some dawn of mercy to a portion of 
Our victims — must all perish in this slaughter ? 

Cat. All who encounter me and mine, be sure, 
The mercy they have shown, I show. 

Consp. All ! all ! 

Is this a time to talk of pity ] when 
Have they e'er shown, or felt, or feign'd it ? 

/. Bet'. Bertram, 

This false compassion is a folly, and 
Injustice to thy comrades and thy cause ! 
Dost thou not see, that if we single out 
Some for escape, they live but to avenge 
The fallen ? and how distinguish now the innocent 
From out the guilty ? all their acts are one — 
A single emanation from one body, 
Together knit for our oppression ! *T is 
Much that we let their children live ; I doubt 
If all of these even should- be set apart : 
The hunter may reserve some single cub 
From out the tiger's litter, but who e'er 
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam. 
Unless to perish by their fangs ? however, 
I will abide by Doge Faliero's coimsel : 
Let him decide if any should be saved. 

Doge. Ask me not — tempt me not with such a question — 
Decide yourselves. 

/. Ber. You know their private virtues 

Far better than we can, to whom alone 
Their public vices, and most foul oppression, 
Hare made them deadly ; if there be amongst them 
One who deserves to be repeaVd, pronouiice. 
^o^e, Dol&no'a father was my friend, oodliswaAo 
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Fought by my side, and Marc Comaro shared ^* 
My Genoese embassy : I saved the life ^^ 
Of Veniero — shall I save it twice ? 
Would that I could save them and Venice also ! 
All these men, or their fathers, were my fi-iends 
Till they became my subjects ; then fell from me 
As faithless leaves drop from tlio o'erblown flower, 
And left me a lone blighted thorny stalk, 
Which, m its solitude, can shelter nothing ; 
So, as they let me wither, let them perish. 

Col. They cannot co-exist vfiih. Venice' freedom ! 

Doge. Ye, though you know and feel our mutual mass 
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant ^7 
What fatal poison to the springs of life, 
To human ties, and all that 's good and dear, 
Lurks in the present institutes of Venice : 
All these men were my friends ; I loved them, they 
Requited honourably my regai'ds ; 
We served and fought ; we smiled and wept in concoi't 
We revell'd or we sorrow'd side by side ; 
We made alliances of blood and marriage ; 
We grew in years and honours fau'ly, — till 
Their own desire, not my ambition, made 
Them choose me for their prince, and then farewell ! 
Farewell all social memory ! all thoughts 
In common ! and sweet bonds which link old friendships. 
When the survivors of long years and actions. 
Which now belong to hiatoiy, soothe the days 
Which yet remain by treasuring each other. 
And never meet, but each beholds the mirror 
Of half a centuiy on his brother's brow, 
And sees a hundred beings, now in eaiih, 
Flit round them whispering of the days gone by, 
And seeming not all dead, as long as two 
Of the brave, joyous, reckless, glorious band, 
Which once were one and many, still retain 
A breath to sigh for them, a tongue to speak 

Of deeds that else were silent, save on marble 

Oime ! Oime ! — and must I do this deed ] 

/. Bey. My lord, you are much moved : it is not now 
That such things must be dwelt upon. 

A moment — I recede not : mark wVt\\ ijae 
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The gloomy vices of this government. 

From the hour thcv ma lo me Do{rp, the Diq^. thet made me — 

Fiirewell the pa.st ! I died to all that had been, 

Or rather they to mo : no friends, no kindness, 

No j)rivacy of life — all were cut off: 

Tliey came not near me, such approach gave umbra p ; 

They could not love me, such wjis not the law; 

Tliey thwarted mo, 't was the stite's policy; 

They baffled me, 't was a patrician's duty ; 

They wroni;'d me, for such was to right the state ; 

They could not right me, that would give suspicion ; 

So that I was a slave to my own subjects ; 

So that I was a foe to my own friends ; 

Begirt with spies for guards, with robes for power, 

With pomp for freedom, gaolei-s for a council, 

Inquisitoi-s for friends, and hell for life ! 

I had one only fount of quiet loft, 

And that they poison'd ! My pure household gods 

Were shiver'd on my hearth, and o'er their shrine 

Sate grinning Ribald ly and sneering Scorn. 

/. Ber. You have been deeply wrong'd, and now s\i'l be 
Nobly avenged before another night. 

Doge. I had borne all — it hurt me, but I bore it — 
Till this last limning over of the cup 
Of bitterness — until this last loud insult. 
Not only unredress'd, but sanctiou'd ; then. 
And thus, I cast all further feelings from me — 
The feelings which they crush'd for me, long, long 
Uefore, even in their oath of false allegiance ! 
Even in that very hour and vow, they abjured 
Their friend and made a sovereign, as boys make 
Plrtythings, to do their pleasure — and be broken ! 
I from that hour have seen but senators 
In dark suspicious conflict with the Doge, 
Brooding with him in mutual hate and fear ; 
They dreading he should snatch the tyranny 
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyrants. 
To me, then, these men have no pnvate life. 
Nor claim to ties they have cut off from others; 
As senators for arbitrary acts 
Amenable, I look on them — as such 
Z<?^ t/jem be dealt upon, 
Co/. And now lo acWou\ 
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Hence, brethren, to our posts, and may this be 
The last night of mere words : I 'd fain be doing ! 
Saint Mark's gi*eat bell at dawn shall find me wakeful ! 

/. Ber. Disperse then to your posts : be firm and vigilant ; 
Think on the wrongs we bear, the rights we claim. 
This day and night shall be the last of peril ! 
Watch for the signal, and then march. I go 
To join my band ; let each be prompt to marshal 
His separate charge : the Doge will now return 
To the palace to prepare all for the blow. 
We part to meet in freedom and in glory ! 

Cal. Doge, when I gi*eet you next, my homage to you 
Shall be the head of Steno on this sword ! 

Doge. No ; let him be reserved unto the last. 
Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey,^^ 
Till nobler game is quarried : his offence 
Was a mere ebullition of the vice. 
The general corruption generated 
By the foul aristocracy : he could not — 
He dared not in more honourable days 
Have risk'd it. I have merged all private wi-ath 
Against him m the thought of our great purpose. 
A slave insults me — I requii*e his punishment 
From his proud master's hands ; if he refuse it, 
The offence grows his, and let him answer it. 

Cctl. Yet, as the immediate cause of the alliance 
Which consecrates our undertaking more, 
I owe him such deep gratitude, that fain 
I would repay him as he merits ; may I ? 

Doge. You would but lop the hand, and I the head ; 
You would but smite the scholar, I the master ; 
You would but punish Steno, I the senate. 
I cannot pause on individual hate. 
In the absorbing, sweeping, whole revenge. 
Which, like the sheeted fire from heaven, must blast 
Without distinction, as it fell of yore, 
Where the Dead Sea hath quench'd two cities' ashes, 

/. Ber. Away, then, to your posts ! I but remain 
A moment to accompany the Doge 
To our late place of tryst, to see no spies 
Have been upon the scout, and thence I hasten 
To where my allotted band is under ariwa. 

CM Farewell, then, — ^until dawn \ 
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/. Bei'. Success go with you ! 

Consp. We will not fail — Awsiy ! My lord, farewell ! 

[T/je Conspirators salute the Doqk and Israel Bertuccio, 
and retire, headed by Philip Calenoaro. The DoOE and 
Israel BERTUcciore»na//j. 

/. Bev. We have them in the toil — it cannot fail ! 
Now thou *rt indeed a sovereign, and wilt make 
A name immortal greater tliau the greatest : 
Free citizens have struck at kings ere now ; 
Crosars have fallen, and even patrician hands 
Have crush'd dictators, as the popular steel 
Has i*each'd patricians : but, uutil tbis hour, 
What prince has i)lotted for bis people's freedom ? 
Or risk'd a life to liberate his subjects? 
For ever, and for ever, they conspire 
Against the people, to abuse their hands 
To chains, but laid aside to cany weapons 
Against the fellow nations, so that yoke 
On yoke, and slaveiy and death may whet, 
Not glut, the never-gorged Leviathan ! 
Now, my lord, to our enterprise ; — *t is great, 
And greater the reward ; why stand you rapt ? 
A moment back, and you were all impatience ! 

Doqe. And is it then decided ! must they die ? 

/. Ber. Who? 

Dor/e. My own fi'ieuds by blood and courtesy. 

And many deeds and days — the senators ? 

7. Ber. You pass'd their sentence, and it is a ust one. 

Dofje. Ay, so it seems, and so it is to you ; 
You are a patriot, plebeian Gracchus — 
The rebel's oracle, the jieoplc's tribune — 
I blame you not — j'ou act iu your vocation ; 
Tliey smote j^ou, and oppress'd you, and despised you ; 
So they have me : but you ne'er spake witli them ; 
You never broke their bread, nor sharc<l their ?alt ; 
You never had their wine-cup at j^our lips; 
You grew not up with them, nor laugh'tl, nor wept. 
Nor held a revel in their comi^any ; 
Ne'er smiled to see them smile, nor claim'd their smile 
In social interchange for yours, nor trusted 
Nor wore them in your heart of hearts, as T have : 
These hairs of mine are grey, and so are theirs, 
The elders of the council ; I remember 
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When all our locks were like the raven's wmg, 
As we went forth to take our prey around 
The isles wrung from the false Mahometan ; 
And can I see them dabbled o'er with blood ? 
Each stab to them will seem my suicide. ^^ 

/. Ber. Doge ! Doge ! this vacillation is unworthy 
A child ; if you ai'e not in second childhood, 
Call back your nei'ves to your own purpose, nor 
Thus shame youi'solf and me. By heavens ! I'd rather 
Forego even now, or fail in our intent, 
Than see the man I venerate subside 
From high resolves into such shallow weakness ! 
You have seen blood in battle, shed it, both 
Your own and that of others ; can you shrink then 
From a few drops from veins of hoary vampires. 
Who but give back what they have drain'd from millions ? 

Doge. Bear with me ! Step by step, and blow on blow, 
I will divide with you ; think not I waver : 
Ah ! no ; it is the certainty of all 
Which I must do doth make me tremble thus. 
But let these last and lingering thoughts have way, 
To which you only and the night are conscious, 
And both regardless ; when the hour amves, 
'T is mine to sound the knell, and strike the blow, 
Which shall unpeople many palaces, 
And hew the highest genealogic trees 
Down to the eai'tb, strew'd with their bleeding fruit. 
And crush their blossoms into barrenness : 
This will I — must I — have I sworn to do. 
Nor aught can turn nie from my destiny ; 
But still 1 quiver to behold what I 
Must be, oud think what I have been ! Bear with me. 

/. Ber. Re-man your breast; I feci no such remorse, 
I understand it not : why should you change? 
You acted, and you act, on your free will. 

Doge. Ay, there it is — yoiL feel not, nor do I, 
Else I should stab thee on the spot, to save 
A thousand lives, and killing, do no murder ; 
You feel not — ?/oet go to this butcher-work 
As if these high-born men were steers for shambles : 
When all is over, you'll be free and mexYy, 
And calmJ/ wash those hands incamadme *, 
Bat I, outgoing thee and all tliy feV\.OY?a 
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In this surpassing massacre, shall be, 

Shall see and feel — oh God ! oh God ! 't is time, 

And thou dost well to answer that it was 

" My own free will and act," and yet you err, 

For I will do this ! Doubt not — ^fear not ; I 

"Will be your most unmerciful accomplice ! 

And yet I act no more on my free will. 

Nor my own feelings — ^both compel me back ; 

But there is hell within me and around. 

And like the demon who believes and trembles 

Must I abhor and do. Away ! away ! 

Get thee unto thy fellows, I will hie me 

To gather the retainera of our house. 

Doubt not. Saint Mark's great bell shall wake all Venice, 

Except her slaughter'd senate : ere the sun 

Be broad upon the Adriatic there 

Shall be a voice of weeping, which shall drown 

The roar of waters in the cry of blood ! 

I am resolved — come on. 

/. JBer. With all my soul ! 

Keep a firm rein upon these bursts of passion ; 
Remember what these men have dealt to thee. 
And that this sacrifice will be succeeded 
By ages of prosperity and freedom 
To this unshackled city : a true tyrant 
Would have depopulated empires, nor 
Have felt the strange compunction which hath wrung you 
To punish a few traitors to the people. 
Trust me, such were a pity more misplaced 
Than the late mercy of the state to Steno. 

Doge. Man, thou hast stmck upon the chord which jara 
All nature from my heart. Hence to our task ! 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I.'^' — Palazzo of the Patrician LlON'l. Lioxi laying aside tht 
mask and cloak tchich the Venetian Xobles trore in public, 
attended by a Domeslic. 

Lioni. I will to rest, right wcaiy of this revel, 
The gayest wo have held for many moons, 
And yet, I know not why, it cheer'd me not; 
There came a heaviness across my heart, 
^Vhich, in the lightest movement of che dance. 
Though eye to eye, and hand in hand united 
Even with the lady of my love, oppress'd me. 
And through my spirit chill'd my blood, until 
A damp like death rose o'er my brow ; I strove 
To laugh the thought away, but 't would not be ; 
Through all the music ringing in my ears 
A knell was sounding as distinct and clear. 
Though low and far, as e'er the Adrian wave 
Rose o'er the city's murmur in the night. 
Dashing against the outward Lido's bulwark : 
So that I left the festival before 
It reach'd its zenith, and will woo my pillow 
For thoughts more tranquil, or forgetfulness. 
Antonio, take my mask and cloak, and light 
The lamp within my chamber. 

A nt. Yes, my lord : 

Command you no refreshment ? 

Lioni. Nought, save sleep, 

Which will not be commanded. Let me hope it, 

{_Exit Aktosio. 

Though my breast feels too anxious ; I will tiy 

Whether the air will calm my spirits : 't is 

A goodly night ; the cloudy wind which blew 

From the Levant hath crept into its cave, 

And the broad moon has brightcn'd. What a stillness ! 

{Goes to an open lattice. 

And what a contrast with the scene I left, 
Where the taJJ torclie.^* glare, and sWver \;\xrv\)a' 
More pallid gleam along the tapestried vjaWfe, 
Spread over the reluctant gloom w\iic\i'Vva.\x^'t"a» 
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Those vast and dimly-latticed galleries 
A dazzliug mass of artificial light, 
Which show'd all things, but nothing as they were. 
There Age essaying to recall the past, 
After long striving for the hues of youth 
At the sad labour of the toilet, and 
Full many a glance at the too faithful mirror, 
Prank'd forth in all the pride of ornament. 
Forgot itself, and trusting to the falsehood 
Of the indulgent beams, which show, yet hide. 
Believed itself forgotten, and was fool'd. 
There Youth, which needed not, nor thought of such 
Vain adjuncts, lavish'd its ti*ue bloom, and health, 
And bridal beauty, in tlie unwholesome press 
Of flush'd and crowded wassailers, and wasted 
Its hours of rest in dreaming this was pleasure, 
And so shall waste them till the sunrise streams 
On shallow checks and sunken eyes, which should not 
Have worn this aspect yet for many a year. 
The music, and the banquet, and the wine. 
The garland", the rose odoui*s, and the flowers, 
The sparkling eyes, and flashing oraaments, 
The white arms and the mven hair, the braids 
And bracelets ; swanlike bosoms, and the necklace. 
An India in itself, yet dazzling not 
The eye like what it circled ; the thin robes. 
Floating like light clouds 'twixt our gaze and heaven ; 
The many-twinkling feet so small and sylphlike. 
Suggesting the more secret symmetry 
Of the fair forms which temiinate so well — 
All the delusion of the dizzy scene, 
Its false and true enchantments — art and nature, 
AVliich swam before my giddy eyes, that drank 
The sight of beauty as the parch'd pilgrim's 
On Arab sands the false mirage, which oflers 
A lucid lake to his eluded thiret, 
Are gone. Around mo are the stars and waters — 
Worlds mirror'd in the ocean, goodlier sight 
Than torches glared back by a gaudy glass j 
And the great element, which is to space 
IVIi/ii ocean is to eai'th, spreads its blue depths, 
Softcn'd with the first breathings of the spvm^*, 
Tlie high moon Bails upon her beauteous Yiay, 
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Serenely smoothing o'er the lofty walls 

Of those tail piles and sea-girt palaces, 

"Whose porphyiy pillai-s, and whose costly fronts, 

Fraught with the orient spoil of many marbles, 

Like altars ranged along the broad canal, 

Seem each a trophy of some mighty deed 

Rear'd up from out the waters, scarce less strangely 

Than those more massy and mysterious giants 

Of architecture, those Titauian fabric3. 

Which point in Egypt's plains to times that have 

No other record. All is gentle : nought 

Stirs rudely ; but, congenial with the night, 

Whatever walks is gliding like a spmt. 

The tinklings of some vigilant guitara 

Of sleepless lovers to a wakeful mistress, 

And cautious opening of the casement, showing 

That he is not unheai'd ; while her young hand. 

Fair as the moonlight of which it seems part, 

So delicately white, it trembles in 

The act of opening the forbidden lattice, 

To let in love through music, makes his heart 

Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight ; the dash 

Phosphoric of the oar, or rapid twinkle 

Of the fai* lights of skimming gondolas, 

And the responsive voices of the choir 

Of boatmen answering back with verse for verse ; 

Some dusky shadow checkering the Rialto ; 

Some glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire. 

Are all the sights and sounds which here pervade 

The ocean-bom and earth-commanding city — 

How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm ! 

I thank thee, Night ! for thou hast chased away 

Those hoirid bodements which, amidst the throng, 

I could not dissipate : and with the blessing 

Of thy benign and quiet influence, 

Now ^vill I to my couch, although to rest 

Is almost wronging such a night as this.— 

lA knocking is heard from without. 
Hark ! what is that ? or who at such a moment ? 

Enter Antosio. 

Jnf. My lord, a man without, on \iYg|Wi\.\i\xa\xjkKea, 
Implores to be admitted. 
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lAoni. Is he a sti*anger ? 

Ant. His face is muffled in his cloak, but both 
Hi3 voice and gestures seem familiar to me ; 
I craved liis name, but this he seem'd reluctant 
To trust, save to yom'self ; most earnestly 
He sues to be permitted to approach you. 

Lioni. 'T is a sti*ange hour, and a suspicious bearing ! 
And yet there is slight peril : 't is not in 
Their houses noble men ai'e struck at ; still, 
Although I know not that I have a foe 
In Venice, 't will be wise to use some caution. 
Admit him, and retire ; but call up quickly 
Some of thy fellows, wlio may wait without. — 
Who can this man be ? — 

lEx'U Antonio, and returns with BEnTRAM mnffied, 

Ber. My good lord Lioni, 

I have no time to lose, nor thou,— dismiss 
This menial hence ; I would be private with you. 

Lioni. It seems the voice of Bertram — Go, Antonio. 

[Exit Antonio. 

Now, stranger, what would you at such an hour ? 

Bei'. (discovering himself). A boon, my noble patron ; you 
have gi-anted 
Many to your poor client, Bei-tram ; add 
This one, and make him happy. 

Lioni. Thou hast known me 

From boyhood, ever ready to assist thee 
In all fair objects of advancement, which 
Beseem one of thy station; I would promise 
Ere thy request was heard, but that the hour. 
Thy bearing, and this strange and hurried mode 
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit 
Hath some mysterious impoi-t — ^but say on — 
What has occurred, some nv'h and sudden broil ? — 
A cup too much, a scuffle, and a stab 1 — 
Mere things of every day ; so that thou hast not 
Spilt noble blood, I guarantee thy safety ; 
But then thou must withdraw, for angry friends 
And relatives, in the fii*st bui*st of vengeance. 
Are things in Venice deadlier than the laws. 

u$??/: Mjr lord, I thank you ; but 

Z/OJ2Z. But wb-at \ X OM "har;^ uoX. 

liaised a rash band against one of our order ^ 
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If SO, withdraw and fly, and own it not ; 

I would not slay — but then I must not save thee ! 

He who has shed patrician hlood 

Ber. I come 

To save patrician blood, and not to shed it ! 
And thereunto I must be speedy, for 
Each minute lost may lose a life ; since Time 
Has changed his slow scythe for the two-edged sword, 
And is about to take, instead of sand, 
The dust from sepulchi-es to fill his hour-glass I — 
Go not thou forth to-morrow ! 

Lioni, Wherefore not ? — 

What means this menace ? 

Bei\ Do not seek its meaning, 

But do as I implore thee ; — stir not forth, 
Whate'er be Stirling ; though the roar of crowds — 
The cry of women, and the shrieks of babes — 
The groans of men — the clash of arms — the sound 
Of rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell, 
Peal in one wide alarum ! — Go not forth. 
Until the tocsin 's silent, nor even then 
Till I return ! 

lAoni. Again, what does this mean ? 

Ber. Again, I tell thee, ask not ; but by all 
Thou boldest dear on earth or heaven — by all 
The souls of thy great fathers, and thy hope 
To emulate them, and to leave behind 
Descendants worthy both of them and thee — 
By all thou hast of bless'd in hope or memory — 
By all thou hast to fear here or hereafter — 
By all the good deeds thou hast done to me, 
Good I would now repay with greater good, 
Remain within — trust to thy household gods, 
And to my word for safety, if thou dost 
As I now counsel — but if not, thou art lost ! 

Lioni. I am indeed already lost in wonder ; 
Surely thou ravest ! what have / to dread ? 
Who are my foes ? or if there be such, uhy 
Art tlwu leagued with them 1—thou/ or if so leagued, 
Why com est thou to tell me at this hour. 
And not before ? 

Ber. I cannot answer t\n3. 

WiU thou go forth despite of thia true '^anim^^ 



128 MARINO FALIERO, [Act IV 

Lioni. I wiis not bom to shrink from icUe thi'eats, 
The cause of which I know not : at the hour 
Of council, be it soon or late, I shall not 
Be found among the absent. 

Ber. Say not so ! 

Once more, ai't thou determined to go forth ? 

Lioni. I am. Nor is there aught which shall impede me ! 

Bei\ Then, Heaven have mercy on thy soul 1— Farewell ! 

{Going. 

Lioni. Stay — there is more in this than my own safety 
Which makes me call thee back ; we must not part thus : 
Bertram, I have known thee long. 

Ber. From childhood, siguor, 

You have been my protector : in the days 
Of reckless infancy, when rank forgets, 
Or, rather, is not yet taught to remember 
Its cold prerogative, we play'd together; 
Our sports, our smiles, our teai's, were mingled oft ; 
My father was your father's client, I 
His son's scarce less than foster-brother ; years 
Saw us together — hapi)y, heart-full hours ! 
Oh God ! the diflfereucc 'twixt those hours and this ! 

Lioni. Bertram, 't is thou who hast forgotten them. 

Bev. Nor now, nor ever ; whatso'er betide, 
I would have saved you ; when to manhood's growth 
We sprung, and you, devoted to the state, 
As suits your station, the more humble Bertram 
Was left unto the laboui-s of the humble. 
Still you forsook me not ; and if my fortunes 
Have not been towering, *t was no fault of him 
Who ofbtimes rescued and supported me. 
When struggling with the tides of ch'cumstance, 
Which beai* away the weaker : noble blood 
Ne'er mantled in a nobler heart than thine 
Has proved to me, the poor plebeian Bertram. 
Would that thy fellow senators were like thee ! 

Lioni. Why, what hast thou to say against the senate ? 

Ber. Nothing. 

Lioni. I know that there ai*e angry spirits 

And turbulent mutterers of stifled treason, 
WIio lurk in narrow places, and walk out 
Mu^ed to whisper curses to the mg,\\t*, 
L>2sbanded soldiei'B, discontented ruffiiaiia, 
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And desperate libertines who brawl in taverns ; 
JTiou herdest not with such : 't is true, of late 
I have lost sight of thee, but thou wert wont 
To lead a temperate life, and break thy bread 
With honest mates, and bear a cheerful aspect. 
What hath come to thee ? in thy hollow eye 
And hueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions, 
Sorrow and shame and conscience seem at war 
To waste thee. 

Ber. Rather shame and sorrow light 

On the accui-sed tyranny which rides ^^ 
The veiy air in Venice, and makes men 
Madden as in the last hours of the plague 
"Which sweeps the soul deliriously from life ! 

Lioni, Some villains have been tampering with thee, 
Bertram ; 
This is not thy old language, nor own thoughts ; 
Some wretch has made thee drunk with disaffection : 
But thou must not be lost so ; thou wert good 
And kind, and art not fit for such base acts 
As vice and villany would put thee to : 
Confess — confide in me — thou know'st my nature. 
What is it thou and thine are bound to do. 
Which should prevent thy friend, the only son 
Of him who was a friend unto thy father, 
So that our good-will is a heritage 
We should bequeath to our posterity 
Such as ourselves received it, or augmented ; 
I say, what is it thou must do, that I 
Should deem thee dangerous, and keep the house 
Like a sick girl? 

Bei\ ' Nay, question me no further : 
I must be gone. 

Lioni. And I be murder'd ! — say. 

Was it not thus thou said'st, my gentle Bertram ? 

Ber. Who talks of murder ? what said I of murder ] 
*T is false ! I did not utter such a word. 

Lioni. Thou didst not; but from out thy wolfish 
eye, 
So changed from what I knew it, there glares forth 
The gladiator. If my life's thine object, 
Take it — ^I am unarmed, — and then av/aj \ 
/ would not hold my breath on sucVi a tenwYQ 

VOL. r. ■«. 
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As the capricious mercy of such things 

As thou and those who have set thee to thy task-work. 

£er. Sooner than spill thy blood, I peril mine ; 
Sooner than harm a hair of thine, I place 
In jeopardy a thousand heads, and some 
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own. 

Lioni. Ay, is it even so ? Excuse me, Bertram ; 
I am not worthy to be singled out 
From such exalted hecatombs — who are they 
That are in danger, and that 7nake the danger ? 

£ei'. Venice, and all that she inherits, are 
Divided like a house against itself, 
And so will perish ere to-morrow's twilight ! 

lAoni. More mysteries, and awful ones I But now. 
Or thou, or I, or both, it may be, are 
Upon the verge of ruin ; speak once out. 
And thou art safe and glorious ; for 't is more 
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i' the dark too— 
Fie, Bertram ! that was not a craft for thee ! 
How would it look to see upon a spear 
The head of him whose heart was open to thee. 
Borne by thy hand before the shuddering people ? 
And such may be my doom ; for here I swear, 
Whate'er the peril or the penalty 
Of thy denunciation, I go forth, 
Unless thou dost detail the cause, and show 
The consequence of all which led thee here ! 

£er. Is there no way to save thee ? minutes fly. 
And thou art lost ! — thou I my sole benefactor, 
The only being who was constant to me 
Through every change. Yet, make me not a traitor ! 
Let me save thee — but spare my honour ! 

Lioni. Where 

Can lie the honour in a league of murder ? 
And who are traitors save unto the state ? 

Bei\ A league is still a compact, and more binding 
In honest hearts when words must stand for law; 
And in my mind, there is no traitor like 
He whose domestic treason plants the poniard 
Within the breast which trusted to his truth. 

I/ioni. Ajid viho will strike the steel to mine ? 
J^er, Not I; 

I could have wound my soul up to aW \i\im^ 
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Save this. Thou must not die ! and think how dear 

Thy life is, when I lisk so many lives. 

Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty 

Of future generations, not to be 

The assassin thou miscall'st me : — once, once more 

I do adjure thee, pass not o'er thy threshold ! 

Lioni. It is in vain — ^this moment I go forth. 

£er. Then perish Venice leather than my friend ! 
I will disclose — ensnare — ^betray — destroy — 
Oh, what a villain I become for thee ! 

Idoni. Say, rather thy friend's saviour and the state's ! — 
Speak — pause not — all rewards, all pledges for 
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as 
The state accords her worthiest servants ; nay, 
Nobility itself I guarantee thee, 
So that thou art sincere and penitent. 

Ber. I have thought again : it must not be — I love thee^ 
Thou knowest it — that I stand here is the proof, 
Not least though last ; but having done my duty 
By thee, I now must do it by my coimtry ! 
Farewell — we meet no more iu life ! — ^farewell ! 

Lioni. What, ho ! — Antonio — Pedro — to the door ! 
See that none pass — aiTCst this man ! 

Enter Antonio and of her armed Domestics, who «<?{2re Bebtrah. 

Lioni {continues). Take care 

He hath no hai*m ; bring me my sword and cloak, 
And man the gondola with four oai's — quick — 

[Exit Antonio. 
We will unto Giovanni Qradenigo's, 
And send for Mai*c Comaro : — fear not, Bertram ; 
This needful violence is for thy safety, 
No less than for the general weal. 

Ber. AVliere would'st thou 

Bear me a prisoner ? 

Limi. Firstly to " the Ten ; " 

Next to the Doge. 

Ber, ^ To the Doge ? 

Limi, Assuredly ; 

Is he not chief of the state ? 

Ber, Perhaps sA. sMxma^ — 

Zfoni Whskt mean you ? — l^wt we'll kaow \aioTL. 
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Ber. Art sure ? 

ZAoni Sure as all gentle means can make ; and if 
They fail, you know " the Ten " and their tribunal, 
And that St. Mai'k's has dungeons, and the dungeons 
A rack. 

Ber. Apply it then before the dawn 
Kow hastening into heaven. — One more such word, 
And you shall perish piecemeal, by the death 
You think to doom to me. 

Reenter Antonio, 

Ant, The bark is ready, 

My lord, and all prepared. 

Lixmi. Look to the prisoner 

Bertram, I '11 reason with thee as wo go 
To the Magnifico's, sage Gradenigo. \^ExeuHt 



SCENE II. 

The Ducal Palace^-^The Doges ApaHmmt. 

The Doge and his Nephew Bebtuccio Faubho. 

Doffe. Are all the people of our house in muster ? 

Ber. F. They are ari-ay'd, and eager for the signal. 
Within our palace precincts at San Polo.^ 
I come for your last orders. 

Doge. It had been 

As well had there been time to have got together. 
From my own fief, Val di Marino, moro 
Of our retainers — but it is too late. 

Ber. F. Methinks, my lord, *t is better as it is : 
A sudden swelling of our retinue 
Had waked suspicion ; and, though fierce and trusty. 
The vassals of that district are too rude 
And quick in quarrel to have long maintain'd 
The secret discipline we need for such 
A service, till our foes are dealt upon. 

Doge. True ; but when once the signal has been given, 
These are the men for such an enterprise ; 
These city alavea have all their private bias, 
Their prejudice against or for this noVAe, 
Which may induce them to o'erdo ox si^aie 
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Where mercy may be madness ; the fierce peasant^", 

Serfs of my county of Val di Marino, 

"Would do the bidding of their lord without 

Distinguishing for love or hate his foes ; 

Alike to them Marcello or Comaro, 

A Gradenigo or a Foscari ; 

They are not used to start at those vain names, 

Nor bow the knee before a civic senate ; 

A chief in armour is their Suzerain, 

And not a thing in robes. 

J3er. F, We are enough ; 

And for the dispositions of our clients 
Against the senate I will answer. 

Doge, ^ Well, 

The die is thrown ; but for a warlike service. 
Done in the field, commend me to my peasants : 
They made the sun shine through the host of Huns 
When sallow burghers slunk back to their tents, 
And cower'd to hear their own victorious trumpet. 
If there be small resistance, you will find 
These citizens all lions, like their standard ; 
But if there's much to do, you '11 wish with me, 
A band of iron rustics at our backs. 

Bei'. P. Thus thinking, I must marvel you resolve 
To strike the blow so suddenly. 

I>oge. Such blows 

Must be stinick suddenly or never. When 
T had o'ermaster'd the weak false remorse 
Which yeam'd about my heart, too fondly yielding 
A moment to the feelings of old days, 
I was most fain to strike ; and, firstly, that 
I might not yield again to such emotions ; 
And, secondly, because of all these men. 
Save Israel and Philip Calendaro, 
I know not well the courage or the faith : 
To-day might find 'mongst them a traitor to us. 
As yesterday a thousand to the senate ; 
But once in, with their hilts hot in their hands. 
They must on for their own sakes ; one stroke struck, 
And the mere instinct of the first-born Cain, 
Which ever lurks somewhere in humasi \\e^t^s, 
Though circumstance may keep it In a\ie^»si<5ie. 
Will urge the rest on like to wolves ', t\ie «k\^\. 
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Of blood to crowds begets the thirst of more, 

As the first wine-cup leads to the long revel ; 

And you will find a harder task to quell 

Thau urge thorn wbeu they have commenced, but till 

That momeut, a mere voice, a sti*aw, a shadow, 

A re capable of turning them aside. — 

How goes the night ? 

Ber. F. Almost upon the dawn. 

Dof/e. Thf.n it is time to strike upon the bell. 
Are the men posted ? 

Bcr. F. By this time they arc ; 

But they have orders not to strike, until 
They have command from you through me m peraon. 

Doge. 'T is well. — Will the morn never put to rest 
These stara which twinkle yet o'er all the heavens ? 
I am settled and bound up, and being so, 
The very effort which it cost me to 
Resolve to cleanse this commonwealth with fire. 
Now leaves my mind more steady. I have wept, 
And trembled at the thought of this dread duty.* 
But now I have put down all idle passion. 
And look the gi'owing tempest in the face. 
As doth the pilot of an admiral galley : 
Yet (wouldst thou think it, kinsman ?) it hath been 
A greater struggle to me, than when nations 
Beheld their fate merged in the approaching fight. 
Where I was leader of a phalanx, where 
Thousands were sure to perish — ^Yes, to spill 
The rank polluted current from the veins 
Of a few bloated despots needed more 
To steel me to a purpose such as made 
Timoleon immortal, than to face 
The toils and dangers of a life of war. 

Bcr. F. It gladdens me to see your former wisdom 
Subdue the furies which so wrung you ere 
You were decided. 

Doge. It was ever thus 

With me ; the hour of agitation came 
In the first glimmerings of a purpose, when 
Passion had too much room to sway ; but in 
Tlie hour of action I liave stood as calm 
As were the dead who lay around me : t\iVa 
T/iojrkaew who made me what I am, and tYwsXod 
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To the subduing power -which I preserved 
Over my mood, when its first burst was spent. 
But they were not aware that there are things 
Which make revenge a virtue by reflection, 
And not an impulse of mere anger ; though 
The laws sleep, justice wakes, and injured souls 
Oft do a public right with private wrong, 
And justify their deeds imto themselves. — 
Methinks the day breaks — is it not so ? look, 
Thine eyes are clear with youth ; — the air puts on 
A morning freshness, and, at least to me, 
The sea looks greyer through the lattice. 

Ber. F. True, 

The mom is dappling in the sky.^^ 

Doge. Away then ! 

See that they strike without delay, and with 
The first toll from St. Mark's, march on the palace 
With all our house's strength ; here I will meet you ; 
The Sixteen and then* companies will move 
In separate columns at the self-same moment : 
Be sure you post yourself at the great gate : 
I would not trust "the Ten" except to uS: — 
The rest, the rabble of patricians, may 
Glut the more careless swords of those leagued with us. 
Remember that the cry is still " Saint Mark ! 
The Genoese are come — ho ! to the rescue ! 
Saint Mark and Liberty ! " — Now — ^now to action ! 

Ber. F. Farewell then, noble imcle 1 we will meet 
In freedom and true sovereignty, or never ! 

Doge. Come hither, my Bertuccio— one embrace ; 
Speed, for the day grows broader ; send me soon 
A messenger to tell me how all goes 
"When you rejoin our troops, and then sound — sound 
The storm-bell from Saint Mark's ! 

lExH Bertttccio Faliero. 

Doge (solus). He is gone, 

And on each footstep moves a life. 'T is done. 
Now the destroying angel hovers o'er 
Venice, and pauses ere he pours the vial. 
Even as the eagle overlooks his prey. 
And for a moment, poised in middle air, 
Suspends the motion of his mig\ity yi\xv^. 
Then swoops with his unerring beaV. T^\iq>x ^«:^ \ 
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That slowly walk'st the waters \ march — march on — 

I woiUd not smite i' the dark, but rather see 

That no stroke errs. And you, ye blue sea waves ! 

I have seen you dyed ere now, and deeply too. 

With Genoese, Saracen, and Hunnish gore, 

Wliile that of Venice flow'd too, but victorious. 

Now thou must weai' an unmix'd crimson ; no 

Barbai'ic blood can reconcile us now 

Unto that horrible incarnadine. 

But friend or foe will roll in Qivic slaughter. 

And have I lived to fourscore yeai's for this ? 

I, who was named Preserver of the City ? 

I, at whose name the million's caps were flimg 

Into the air, and cries from tens of thousands 

Kose up, imploring Heaven to send me blessings. 

And fame, and length of days — to see this day ? 

Put this day, black within the calendar. 

Shall be succeeded by a bright millennium. 

Boge Dandolo survived to ninety summers 

To vanquish empires, and refuse their crown ; 

I will resign a crown, and make the state 

Renew its freedom — but oh ! by what means ? 

The noble end must justify them. What 

Are a few drops of human blood ? 't is false, 

The blood of tyrants is not human ; they, 

Like to incarnate Molochs, feed on ours. 

Until *t is time to give them to the tombs 

"Which they have made so populous. — Oh world ! 

Oh men ! what are ye, and our best designs, 

That we must work by crime to punisli crime ? 

And slay as if Death had but tliis one gate, 

When a few years would make the sword superfluous ? 

And I, upon the verge of th' unknown realm. 

Yet send so many heralds on before me ? — 

I must not ponder this. lA pause. 

Hai-k ! was there not 
A murmur as of distant voices, and 
The tramp of feet in martial unison 1 
What phantoms oven of sound our wishes raise ! 
It cannot be — the signal hath not rung — 
Why pauses it ? My nephew's messenger 
Should be upon bia way to me, and he 
JSjunself perhaps even now draws grating "back 
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Upon its ponderous hinge the steep tower portal, 

Where swings the sullen huge oracular bell;^* 

"Which never knells but for a princely death, 

Or for a state in peril, pealing forth 

Tremendous bodements ; let it do its office, 

And be this peal its awfullest and last 

Sound till the strong tower rock ! — ^What ! silent still ? 

I would go forth, but that my post is here, 

To be the centre of rc-union to 

The oft discordant elements which form 

Leagues of this nature, and to keep compact 

The wavering of the weak, in case of conflict ; 

For if they should do battle, 't will be here, 

"Within the palace, that the strife will thicken : 

Then here must be my station, as becomes 

The master-mover. Hark ! he comes — ho comes, 

My nephew, brave Bertuccio's messenger. — 
What tidings ? Is he marching ? hath he sped ? 
They here ! — all 's lost — yet will I make an effort.'^ 

Enter a SioxOR of the Nioiit,*** with Gnards, ^c. Sec. 

Sig. Doge, I arrest thee of high treason ! 

Doge. Me 1 

Thy prince, of treason ? — Who are they that dare 
Cloak their own treason under such an order ? 

Sig. {showing his order.) Behold my order from the assem* 
bled Ten. 

Doge. And where are they, and why assembled ? no 
Such council can be lawful, till the prince 
Preside there, and that duty 's mine : on thine 
I charge thee, give me way, or marshal me 
To the council chamber. 

Sig. Duke ! it may not be : 

Nor are they in the wonted Hall of Council, 
But sitting in the convent of Saint Saviour's. 

Doge. You dare to disobey me, then ? 

Sig. I serve 

The state, and needs miLst serve it faithfully ; 
My warrant is the will of those who rule it. 

Doge. And till that waiTant has my signature 
It is illegal, and, as now applied, 
Kebellious. Hast thou wcigli'd weW l\iy Yvie'^ ^av>i}ft.^ 
That thus you dare assume a lawless i\ixic\.\.ou'V^ 
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Slg. T is not my office to reply, but act — 
I am placed here as guard upon thy person, 
And not as judge to hear or to decide. 

Doge {aside). I must gain time. So that the storm-bell 
Boimd, 
All may be well yet. — Kinsman, speed — speed — speed ! — 
Our fate is trembling in the balance, and 
Woe to the vanquish'd ! be they prince and people, 
Or slaves and senate — 

[The great hell of Saint Mai k's tolls. 

Lo ! it sounds — it tolls ! 

Doge {aloud). Hark, Signor of the Night ! and you, ye 
hirelings, 
Who wield your mercenary staves in fear. 
It is your knell — Swell on, thou lusty peal ! 
Now, knaves, what ransom for your lives ? 

Sig. Confusion 1 

Stand to your arms, and guard the door — all *s lost 
Unless that fearful bell be silenced soon. 
The officer hath miss'd his path or pm*pose. 
Or met some unforeseen and hideous obstacle.^ 
An§e1mo, with thy company proceed 
Straight to the tower ; the rest remain with me. 

[Exit part of the Guard, 

Doge. Wretch ! if thou wouldst have thy vile life, im- 
plore it ; 
It is not now a lease of sixty seconds. 
Ay, send thy miserable ruffians forth ; 
They never shall return. 

Sig. So let it be ! 

They die then in their duty, as will I. 

Doge. Fool ! the high eagle flies at nobler game 
Than thou and thy base myrmidons, — live on, 
So thou provok'st not peril by resistance. 
And leani (if souls bo much obscured can bear 
To gaze upon the sunbeams) to be free. 

Sig, And learn thou to be captive. It hath ceased, 

[The hell ceases to toll. 
The traitorous signal, which was to have set 
The bloodhound mob on their patrician prey — 
TJje knell hath rung, but it is not the senate's ! 
-^<^^ {a/?ep' a pause). All 's silent, and a\\'ft\o&V \ 
S/(/, Now, "Do^c, CiexvQvmQ,^ tsv^ 
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As rebel slave of a revolted council ! 
Have I not done my duty ? 

Doge. Peace, thou thing ! 

Thou hast done a worthy deed, and earu'd the price 
Of blood, and they who use thee will rowai'd thee. 
But thou wei*t sent to watch, and not to prate, 
As thou said 'st even noAv — then do thine office, 
But let it be in silence, as behoves thee, 
Since, though thy prisoner, I am thy piince. 

Sig. I did not mean to fail in the respect 
Due to your rank : in this I shall obey you. 

Doge {aside). There now is nothing left me save to die ; 
And yet how near success ! I would have fellen. 
And proudly, in the hour of triumph, but 
To miss it thus ! 

Enter other Signobs op the Night, xcilh Bertuccio Faliebo 

prisoner, 

2nd Sig. We took him in the act 

Of issuing from the tower, where, at his order. 
As delegated from the Doge, the signal 
Had thus begun to sound. 

Ist Sig. Are all the passes 

"Which lead up to the palace well secured ? 

2nd Sig. They are — besides, it matters not ; the chiefs 
Are all in chain?, and some even now on trial — 
Their followei-s are dispersed, and many taken. 

Ber. F, Uncle ! 

Doge, It is in vain to war with Fortime ; 

The glory hath departed from our house. 

B(n\ F. Who would have deem'd it ? — Ah ! one moment 
sooner ! 

Doge, That moment would have changed the face of ages; 
Tliis gives us to eteniity — ^AVe '11 meet it 
As men whose triumph is not in success. 
But who can make their own minds all in all, 
Equal to every fortune. Droop not, *t is 
But a brief passage — I would go alone, 
Yet if they send us, as 't is like, together, 
Let us go worthy of our sires and seVvea. 

^er. F. I shall not shame vou, v\iic\c. 
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Are to keep guai'd on both in separate chambers, 
Until the council call ye to your trial. 

Doge. Our trial ! will they keep their mockery up 
Even to the last ? but let them deal upon us, 
As we had dealt on them, but with less pomp. 
'T is but a game of mutual homicides, 
Who have cast lots for the first death, and they 
Have won with false dice. — Who hath been our Judas 1 

Ist Sig. I am not warranted to answer that. 

Ber. F. I '11 answer for thee — 'tis a certain Bertram, 
£^en now deposing to the secret giunta. 

Doge. Bertram, the Bei^amask 1 With what vile toola 
We operate to slay or save ! This creature, 
Black with a double treason, now will earn 
Rewards and honours, and be stamp'd in story 
With the geese in the Capitol, which gabbled 
Till Rome awoke, and had an annual triumph, 
While Manlius, who hurl'd down the Gauls, was cast^ 
From the Tarpeian. 

Ist Sig. He aspired to treason, 

And sought to rule the state. 

Doge. He saved the state. 

And sought but to refonn what he revived — 
But this is idle Come, sii-s, do your work. 

l8t Sig. Noble Boi'tuccio, we must now remove you 
Into an inner chamber. 

Ber. F. Fai'ewell, uncle 1 

If we shall meet again in life I know not, 
But they perhaps will let our ashes mingle. 

Doge. Yes, and our spu'its, which shall yet go forth. 
And do what our frail clay, thus clogg'd, hath fail'd in ! 
They cannot quench the memory of those 
Who would have hurl'd them from then* guilty thrones. 
And such examples will find heirs, though distant. 
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ACT V. 

ScEKE I. — The Hall qf the Council of Ten assembled with the addi. 
tional Senators f who, on the Trials of the Conspirators for the 
Treason of Mabino Faliebo, composed what was called the 
Giunta, — Guards, Officers, Sfc. Sfc. — Ibbael Bebtuccio and 
Philip Calendabo as Prisoners.— -BEUTRkjif Lioxi, and 
V^itnesses, Sf'c* 

The Chief of the Ten, Benintende.^o 

£en. There now rests, after such conviction of 
Their manifold and manifest offences. 
But to pronounce on these obdurate men 
The sentence of the law : — a grievous task 
To those who hear, and those who speak. Alas ! 
That it should fall to me ! and that my days 
Of office should be stigmatised through all 
The years of coming time, as bearing record 
To this most foul and complicated treason 
Against a just and free state, known to all 
The earth as being the Christian bulwark 'gainst 
The Saracen and the schismatic Greek, 
The savage Hun, and not less bai'barous Frank ; 
A city which has open'd India's wealth 
To Europe ; the last Koman refuge from 
O'erwhelming Attila ; the ocean's queen ; 
Proud Genoa's prouder rival ! 'T is to sap 
The throne of such a city, these lost men 
Have risk'd and forfeited their worthless lives — 
So let them die the death. 

/. J3er. We are prepared ; 

Your racks have done that for us. Let us die. 

Ben. If ye have that to say which would obtain 
Abatement of your punishment, the Giunta 
Will hear you ; if you have aught to confess, 
Now is your time, perhaps it may avail ye. 

/. Ber. We stand to hear, and not to speak, 

Ben. Your crimes 

Are fully proved by your accomplices, 
And all wbioh circumstance can add to tiA.d VJaeta \ 
Yet we would hear from your 0"wn \ipft <iQTK^\^^fe 
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Avowal of your treason : on the vei'ge 
Of that dread gulf which none repass, the tinith 
Alone can profit you on earth or heaven — 
Say, then, what was your motive 1 

I. Ber, Justice ! 

Ben, What 

Your object 1 

/. Bcr. Freedom ! 

Ben. You are brief, sir.' 

/. Bcr. So my life grows : I 
Was bred a soldier, not a senator. 

Ben. Perhaps you think by this blunt brevity 
To brave your judges to postpone the sentence ? 

/. Bei: Do you be brief as I am, and believe me, 
I shall prefer that mercy to your pardon. 

Ben, Is this your sole reply to the tribunal ? 

/. Ber, Go, ask your racks what they have wrung from us, 
Or place us there again ; we have still some blood left. 
And some slight sense of pain in these wrench'd limbs : 
But this ye dare not do ; for if we die there — 
And you have left us little life to spend 
Upon your engines, gorged with pangs already — 
Ye lose the public spectacle, with which 
You would appal your slaves to further slavery I 
Groans are not words, nor agony assent. 
Nor affirmation truth, if nature's sense 
Should overcome the soul into a lie. 
For a short respite — must we bear or die ? 

Ben. Say, who were your accomplices 1 

/. Ber. The Senate. 

Ben. What do you mean ? 

/. Ber. Ask of the suffering people, 

Whom your patrician crimes have driven to crime. 

Ben. You know the Doge ? 

/. Ber. I served with him at Zara 

In the field, when you were pleading here your way 
To present office ; we exposed our lives, 
While you but hazarded the lives of others, 
Alike by accusation or defence ; 
And for the rest, all Venice knows her Doge, 
Through his great actions, and the Senate's insults. 
Jfeu. You have held conference with him ? 

Z -^5J^. 1 wit \? WTj — 
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Even wearier of your questions than your tortures : 
I pray you pass to judgment. 

Ben. It is coming. 

And you, too, Philip Calendaro, what 
Have you to say why you should not be doomed ? 

Cal. I never was a man of many words, 
And now have few left worth the utterance. 

Ben. A further application of yon engine 
May change your tone. 

Cal. Most true, it ^cill do so ; 

A former application did so ; but 
It will not change my words, or, if it did — 

Ben. What then ? 

Cal. Will my avowal on yon rack 

Stand good in law 1 

Ben. Assuredly. 

Cal. Whoe'er 

The culprit be whom I accuse of treason ] 

Ben. Without doubt, he will be brought up to trial. 

CaX. And on this testimony would he perish ? 

Ben, So your confession be detaiVd and full, 
lie will stand here in peril of his life. 

Cat. Then look well to thy proud self. President I 
For by the eternity which yawns before me, 
I swear that thou, and only thou, shalt be 
The traitor I denounce upon that rack, 
If I be stretch'd there for the second time. 

One of the Giunta. Lord President, "t were best procecid to 
judgment ; 
There is no more to be drawn from these men. 

Bell. Unhappy men ! prepare for instant death. 
The nature of your crime, our law, and peril 
The state now stands in, leave not an hour's respite. 
Guards ! lead them forth, and upon the balcony 
Of the red columns, where, on festal Thuraday,^- 
The Doge stands to behold the chase of bulls. 
Let them be justified : and leave exposed 
Their wavering relics, in the place of judgment, 
To the full view of the assembled people ! 
And Heaven have mercy on their souls ! 

The Qiunta. Amen ! 

/. Ber. Signers, fai*ewell I "We BTasSX tlo\. ^ ^i^gjasv 
Meet in one place. 
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Ben, And lest they should essay 

To stir up the distracted multitude — 
Guai'ds ! let their mouths be gagg'd ^ even in the act 
Of execution. Lead them hence ! 

Cai. What ! must we 

Not even say farewell to some fond friend. 
Nor leave a last word with our confessor ? 

Ben. A priest is waiting in the antechamber ; 
But, for your friends, such interviews would be 
Painful to them, and useless all to you. 

Cal. I knew that we were gagg'd in life ; at least 
All those who had not heart to risk their lives 
Upon their open thoughts ; but stUl I deem'd 
That in the last few moments, the same idle 
Freedom of speech accorded to the dying, 
Would not now be denied to us ; but since 

/. Ber. Even let them have their way, brave Calendaro I 
What matter a few syllables ? let 's die 
Without the slightest show of favour from them ; 
So shall our blood more readily arise 
To Heaven against them, and more testify 
To their atrocities, than could a volume 
Spoken or written of our dying words ! 
They tremble at our voices — nay, they dread 
Our very silence — ^let them live in fear ! 
Leave them imto their thoughts, and let us now 
Address our own above ! — Lead on ; we are ready. 

Cal. Israel, hadst thou but hearken' d unto me 
It had not now been thus ; and yon pale villain, 
The coward Bertram, would 

/. Bei: Peace, Calendaro ! 

What brooks it now to ponder upon this 1 

Bert. Alas ! I fain you died in peace with me : 
I did not seek this task ; 't was forced upon me : 
Say, you forgive me, though I never can 
Retrieve my own forgiveness — frown not thus ! 

/. Ber. I die and pardon thee ! 

Cal. {spitting at him).^ I die and scorn thee ! 

lExeunt Israkl Bertuccio and Piiilu' Calendaro, 
Guards, 4'C. 

Ben. Now that these criminals have been disposed of, 

'Tls time that we proceed to pass our sentence 

Upon the greatest traitor upon record 
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In any annals, the Doge Faliero ! 
The proofs and process are complete ; the time 
And crime require a quick procedure : shall 
He now be call'd in to receive the award ? 

The Oiunta. Ay, ay. 

Ben. Avogadori, order that the Doge 
Be brought before the council. 

One of the Oiunta. And the rest, 

When shall they be brought up ? 

Ben. Wlien all the chieis 

Have been disposed of. Some have fled to Chiozza ; 
But there are thousands in pursuit of them, 
And such precaution ta'en on terra firma. 
As well as in the islands, that we hope 
None will escape to utter in strange lands 
His libellous tale of treasons 'gainst the senate. 

Enter the DooE as Prisoner^ with Guards, 4'c. «^c. 

Ben. Doge — ^for such still you are, and by the law 
Must be consider'd, till the hour shall come 
When you must doff the ducal bonnet from 
That head, which could not wear a crown more noble 
Than empires can confer, in quiet honour. 
But it must plot to overthrow your peera, 
Who made you what you are, and quench in blood 
A city's glory — ^we have laid already 
Before you in your chamber at full length. 
By the Avogadori, all the proofs 
Which have appear'd against you ; and more ample 
Ne'er rear'd their sanguinary shadows to 
Confront a traitor. What have you to say 
In your defence ] 

Ihge. What shall I say to ye, 

Since my defence must be your condemnation ? 
You are at once offenders and accusers. 
Judges and executioners ! — Proceed 
Upon your power. 

Ben. Your chief accomplices 

Having confess'd, there is no hope for you. 

Doge. And who be they ? 

Ben. In number taaaa^ \ "VsvA 

The first now stands before you in t\ie coxixV., 
Bertram, of Bergamo,— would you qvieaXion'VjiEa'^ 

VOL. I, "*» 
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Doge Qoohing at 1dm coiUemptuoudy), No. 

Ben. And two others, Israel Bertuccio, 

And Philip Calendar©, have admitted 
Their fellowship in treason with the Doge I 

Doge, And where are they ? 

Ben. Gone to their place, and now 

Answering to Heaven for what they did on earth. 

Doge. Ah ! the plebeian Brutus, is he gone ? 
And the quick Cassius of the arsenal ? — 
How did they meet their doom ? 

Ben. Think of your own : 

It is approaching. You decline to plead, then ? 

Doge. I cannot plead to my inferiors, nor 
Can recognise your legal power to try me. 
Show me the law ! 

Ben. On great emergencies. 

The law must be remodell'd or amended : 
Our fathers had not fix'd the punishment 
Of such a crime, as on the old Roman tables 
The sentence against parricide was left 
In pure forge tfulness ; they could not render 
That penal, which had neither name nor thought 
In their great bosoms ; who would have foreseen 
That nature could be filed to such a crime 
As sons 'gainst sires, and princes 'gainst their realms ? 
Your sin hath made us make a law which will 
Become a precedent 'gainst such haught traitors, 
As would with treason mount to tyranny j 
Not even contented with a sceptre, till 
They can convert it to a two-edged sword ! 
Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye ? 
What 's nobler than the signory of Venice ? 

Doge. The signory of Venice ! You betray'd me — 
You — yoUf who sit there, traitors as ye are ! 
From my equality with you in birth, 
And my superiority in action. 
You drew me from my honourable toils 
In distant lands — on flood, in field, in cities — 
You singled me out like a victim to 
Stand crown'd, but bound and helpless, at the altar 
Where you alone could minister. I knew not, 
I Bought not, wisWd not, dream'd not the election, 
WJjJch reach'd me first at Rome, andl obef Cl-, 
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But found on my arrival, that, besides 

The jealous vigilance which always led you 

To mock and mai* your sovereign's best intents, 

You had, even in the interregnum of 

My jomney to the capital, curtail'd 

And mutilated the few privileges 

Yet left the duke : all this I bore, and would 

Have borne, until my very hearth was stain'd 

By the pollution of your ribaldry. 

And ho, the ribald, whom I see amongst you — 

Fit judge in such tribunal ! 

Ben, {inteD'upting him). Michel Steno 

Is here in virtue of his office, as 
One of the Forty ; " the Ten " having craved 
A Giunta of patricians from the senate 
To aid our judgment in a tiial arduous 
And novel as the present : he was set 
Free from the penalty pronounced upon him, 
Because the Doge, who should protect the law, 
Seeking to abrogate all law, can claim 
No punishment of others by the statutes 
Which he himself denies and violates ! 

Doge, Bis punishment ! I rather see him thei*e, 
Where he now sits, to glut him with my death, 
Than in the mockeiy of castigation, 
^Miich your foul, outward, juggling show of justice 
Decreed as sentence ! Base as was his crime, 
'T waa purity compai'ed with your protection. 

Ben. And can it be, that the great Doge of Venice, 
With three pai*ts of a century of years 
And honours on his head, could thus allow 
His fury, like an angry boy's, to master 
All feeling, wisdom, faith, and fear, on such 
A provocation as a young man's petulance ? 

Doge, A spark creates the flame — 't is the last drop 
Which makes the cup run o'er, and mine was full 
Already : you oppress'd the prince and people ; 
I would have freed both, and have fail'd in both ; 
The price of such success would have been glory, 
Vengeance, and victory, and such a name 
As would have made Venetian history 
Rival to that of Greece and Syxacvxao 
When they were freed, and ftoutiftV ^ «*.\J^'e» ^^««^ 
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And mine to Gelon and to Thrasybulus : 
Fidling, I know the penalty of failure 
Is present infamy and death — ^the future 
Will judge, when Venice is no more, or fi-ee ; 
Till then, the truth is in abeyance. Pause not ; 
I would have shown no mercy, and I seek none ; 
My life was staked upon a mighty hazard. 
And being lost, take what I would have taken ! 
I would have stood alone amidst your tombs : 
Now you may flock round mine, and trample on it. 
As you have done upon my heart while hving. 

£en. Tou do confess then, and admit the justice 
Of our tribunal ? 

Doge. I confess to have fail'd ; 

Fortune is female : from my youth her favours 
Were not withheld, the fault was mine to hope 
Her former smiles again at this late hour. 

Ben. You do not tiien in aught arraign our equity 1 

Doge. Noble Venetians ! stir me not with questions. 
I am resign'd to the worst ; but in me still 
Have something of the blood of brighter days. 
And am not over-patient. Pray you, spare me 
Further interrogation, which boots nothing. 
Except to turn a trial to debate. 
I shall but answer that which will offend you, 
And please your enemies — ^a host already ; 
'T is true, these sullen walls should yield no echo : 
But walls have ears — ^nay, more, they have tongues ; and if 
There were no other way for truth to o'erleap them, ^ 
You who condenm me, you who fear and slay me, 
Yet could not bear in silence to your graves 
What you would hear from me of good or evil ; 
The secret were too mighty for your souls : 
Then let it sleep in mine, unless you court 
A danger which would double that you escape. 
Such my defence would be, had I full scope 
To make it famous ; for true words are things, 
And dying men's are things which long outHve, 
And oftentimes avenge them ; bury mine. 
If ye would fain survive me : take this counsel. 
And though too oft ye made me live in wrath. 
Zee me die calmly; you may grant me this ; 
I deny DotbiDg, defend nothing, nothing 



Scene I] DOGE OP VENICE. 145 

I ask of you, Lut sileuce for myself. 
And sentence from the court ! 

Ben. This full admission 

Spares us the harsh necessity of ordering 
The torture to elicit the whole truth.^ 

Dof/e. The torture ! you have put me there already, 
Daily since I was Dogo ; but if you will 
Add the corporeal rack, you may : these limbs 
Will yield with age to crushing iron ; but 
There 's that within my heart shall strain your engines. 

Enter an Offickb. 

OJicer. Noble Venetians ! Duchess Faliero ^ 
Requests admission to the Giunta's presence. 

B9n. Say, conscript fathers, ^ shall she be admitted ? 

One of the Qiunta. She may have revelations of impoi-tance 
Unto the state, to justify compliance 
With her request. 

Ben, Is this the general will ? 

All. It is. 

Doge. Oh, admirable laws of Venice ! 

Which would admit the wife, in the full hope 
That she might testify against the husband. 
What glory to the chaste Venetian dames ! 
But such blasphemers 'gainst all honour, as 
Sit here, do well to act in their vocation. 
Now, villain Steno ! if this woman fail, 
I'll pardon thee thy lie, and thy escape, 
And my own violent death, and thy vile life. 

The Duchess enters. '^^ 

Ben. Lady ! this just tribunal has resolved. 
Though the request be strange, to grant it, and 
Whatever be its purport, to accord 
A patient healing with the due respect 
Which fits your ancestry, your rank, and virtues : 
But you turn pale — ho ! there, look to the lady ! 
Place a chair instantly. 

Ang. A moment's faintness — 

*T is past ; I pray you pardon me, — I avt tvo^ 
In presence o{ my prince and oi m'j \i>3l^«iA^ 
Wlule he is on his feet. 
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Bm, Your pleasure, lady ? 

Ang, Strange rumours, but most true, if all I hear 
And see be sooth, have reach'd me, and I come 
To know the worat, even at the worst ; foi-give 
The abruptness of my enti-ance and my bearing. 

Is it 1 cannot speak — I cannot shape 

The question — but you answer it ere spoken, 
With eyes averted, and with gloomy brows — 
Oh God ! this is the silence of the grave ! 

Ben. {after a pause). Spare us, and spare thyself the 
repetition 
Of our most awful, but inexorable 
Duty to Heaven and man ! 

Ang. Yet speak; I cannot — 

I cannot — no — even now believe these things. • 

Is he condemned ? 

Ben. Alas ! 

Ang. And was he guilty ? 

Ben. Lady ! the natural distraction of 
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes the question 
Merit forgiveness ; else a doubt like this 
Against a just and paramount tribunal 
Were deep offence. But question even the Doge, 
And if he can deny the proofs, believe him 
Guiltless as thy own bosom. 

Ang. Is it so? 

My lord, my sovereign, my poor father's friend, 
The mighty in the field, the sage in council. 
Unsay the words of this man ! — Thou art silent ! 

Ben. He hath already own'd to his own guilt, ^ 
Nor, as thou see'st, doth he deny it now. 

Ang. Ay, but he must not die ! Spare his few years, 
Which grief and shame will soon cut down to days ! 
One day of baffled crime must not efface 
Near sixteen lusti^es crowded with brave acts. 

Ben. His doom must be fulfiU'd without remission 
Of time or penalty — ^'t is a decree. 

Ang, He hath been guilty, but there may be mercy. 

Bev. Not in this case with justice. 

Ang, Alas ! signor. 

He who is only just is cruel ; who 
ITpon the earth would Jive were all judged JMatly^ 
^m. His pimisbment is safety to the state. 
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Ang. He was a subject, and hath served the state; 
He was jour general, and hath saved the state ; 
He is your sovereign, and hath ruled the state. 

One of tlie Council. He is a traitor, and betray'd the state. 

Ang. And, but for him, there now had been no stato 
To save or to destroy ; and you, who sit 
There to pronounce the death of your deliverer. 
Had now been groaning at a Moslem oar. 
Or digging in the Hunnish mines in fetters ! 

One of the Council. No, lady, there arc others who would 
die 
Rather than breathe in slavery ! 

Ang. If there are so 

Within these walls, thou art not of the number : 
The truly brave are generous to the fallen I — 
Is there no hope ] 

Ben. Lady, it cannot be. 

Ang. (turning to the Doge). Then die, Faliero ! since it 
must be so ; 
But with the spirit of my father's friend. 
Thou hast been guilty of a great offence. 
Half cancell'd by the harshness of these men. 
I would have sued to them, have pray'd to them, 
Have begg'd as famish'd mendicants for bread, 
Have wept as they will cry unto their God 
For mercy, and be answer'd as they answer, — 
Had ifc been fitting for thy name or mine, 
And if the cruelty in their cold eyes 
Had not announced the heartless wrath within. 
Then, as a prince, address thee to thy doom ! 

Doge. I have lived too long not to know how to die • 
Thy suing to these men were but the bleating 
Of the lamb to the butcher, or the ci*y 
Of seamen to the surge : I would not take 
A life eternal, granted at the hands 
Of wretches, from whose monstrous villanies 
I sought to free the groaning nations ! 

Michel Steno. Doge, 

A word with thee, and with this noble lady, 
Whom I have grievously offended. Would v 

Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my part, 
Could cancel the inexorable paat \ 
But since that cannot be, as C\ii:\a\,miaV^»'vx^ 
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S'ay farewell, and in peace : with fiill contrition 
I crave, not pardon, but compassion from yon, 
And give, however weak, my prayers for both. 

Awj. Sage Beninteude, now chief judge of Venice, 
I speak to thee in answer to yon signor. 
Inform the ribald Steno, that his words 
Ne'er weigh'd in mind with Loredano's daughter, 
Further than to create a moment's pity 
For such as he is : would that others had 
Despised him as I pity ! I prefer 
My honoiur to a thousand lives, could such 
Be multiplied in mine, but would not have 
A single life of others lost for that 
"Which nothing human can impugn — the sense 
Of virtue, looking not to what is call'd 
A good name for reward, but to itself. 
To me the scomer's words were as the wind 
Unto the rock : but as there are — alas ! 
Spirits more sensitive, on which such things 
Light as the whirlwind on the watei*s ; souls 
To whom dishonour's shadow is a substance 
More terrible than death, here and hereafter ; 
Men whose vice is to start at vice's scoffing, 
And who, though proof against all blandishments 
Of pleasure, and all pangs of pain, are feeble 
When the proud name on which they pinnacled 
Their hopes is breathed on, jealous as the eagle 
Of her high aiery ; let what we now 
Behold, and feel, and suflfer, be a lesson 
To wretches how they tamper in their spleen 
With beings of a higher order. Insects 
Have made the lion mad ere now ; a shaft 
r the heel o'erthrew the bravest of the brave ; 
A wife's dishonour was the bane of Troy ; 
A wife's dishonour unking'd Rome for ever ; 
An injured husband brought the Gauls to Clusium, 
And thence to Rome, which perish'd for a time ; 
An obscene gesture cost Caligula 
His life, while Eiu'th yet bore his cruelties ; 
A virgin's wrong made Spain a Moorish province ; 
And Steno's lie, couch'd in two worthless lines, 
^a^A decimated Venice, put in peril 
Ji senate which hath Btood eight buTidred "jeaiUj 
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Discrown'd a prince, cut off his crownless head, 

And forged new fettera for a groaning people ! 

Let the poor wretch, like to the courtesan 

Who fired Persepolis, be proud of this, 

If it so please him — ^*t were a pride fit for him ! 

But let him not insult the last hours of 

Him, who, whate'er he now is, was a hero, 

By the intrusion of his very prayers ; 

Nothing of good can come from such a source. 

Nor would we aught with him, nor now, nor ever : 

We leave him to himself, that lowest depth 

Of human baseness. Pardon is for men, 

And not for reptiles — ^we have none for Steno, 

And no resentment : things like him must sting, 

And liigher beings suffer ; 't is the chai^ter 

Of life. The man who dies by the adder's fang 

May have the crawler crush'd, but feels no anger : 

'T was the worm's nature ; and some men are worms 

In soul, more than the living things of tombs. ^° 

Doge (to Ben.). Signer ! complete that which you deem 
your duty. 

JBen. Before we can proceed upon that duty, 
We would request the princess to withdraw ; 
'T will move her too much to bo witness to it. 

Ang. I know it will, and yet I must endure it, 
For 't is a part of mine — I will not quit. 
Except by force, my husband's side. — Proceed ! 
Nay, fear not either shriek, or sigh, or tear ; 
Though my heart burst, it shall be silent. — Speak I 
I have that within which shall o'ermaster all. 

Ben, Maiino Faliero, Doge of Venice, 
Count of Val di Marino, Senator, 
And some time General of the Fleet and Army, 
Noble Venetian, many times and oft 
Intiiisted by the state with high employments, 
Even to the highest, listen to the sentence. 
Convict by many witnesses and proofs. 
And by thine own confession, of the guilt 
Of treachery and treason, yet unheard of 
Until this trial — ^the decree is death. 
Thy goods are confiscate unto the state, 
Thy name is razed from out her recorAa, BiK^^ 
Upon a public day of thankBgWiug 
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For tins our most miraculous deliverance. 

When thou art noted in our calendars 

With earthquakes, pestilence, and foreign foes, 

And the great enemy of man, as subject 

Of grateful masses for Heaven's grace in snatching 

Our lives and country from thy wickedness. 

The place wherein as Doge thou shouldst be painted. 

With thine illustrious predecessors, is 

To be left vacant, with a death-black veil 

Flung over these dim words engraved beneath, — 

" This place is of Marino Faliero, 

Decapitated for his crimes." 

Boge. " His crimes ! " 

But let it be so : — ^it will be in vain. 
The veil which blackens o'er this blighted name, 
And hides, or seems to hide, these lineaments, 
Shall draw more gazers than the thousand portraits 
Which glitter round it in their pictured trappings — 
Tour delegated slaves — the people's tyrants ! 
*' Decapitated for his crimes ! " — What crimes ? 
Were it not better to record the facts, 
So that the contemplator might approve, 
Or at the least leam whence the crimes arose ? 
When the beholder knows a Doge conspired. 
Let him be told the cause — it is your history. 

Ben. Time must reply to that ; our sons will judge 
Their fathers' judgment, which I now pronounce. 
As Doge, clad in the ducal robes and cap, 
Thou shalt be led hence to the Giant's Staircase, 
Where thou and all our princes are invested ; 
And there, the ducal crown being first resumed 
Upon the spot where it was first assumed. 
Thy head shall be stinick off; and Heaven have mercy 
Upon thy soul ! 

Doge. Is tliis the Giunta's sentence 1 

Ben. It is. 

Boge. I can endure it. — And the time ? 

Ben. Must be immediate. — Make thy peace with God : 
Within an hour thou must be in His presence. 

Boge. I am already ; and my blood will rise 
To Heaven before the souls of those who shed it. 
Are all my landa confiscated ? 
^cu. They are *, 
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And goodSj and jewels, and all kind of treasure. 
Except two thousand ducats — these dispose of. 

Doge. That *s harsh. — I would have fain reseiTed the lands 
Near to Treviso, which I hold by investment 
From Laurence the Count-bishop of Ceneda, 
In fief perpetual to myself and heirs, 
To portion them (leaving my city spoil, 
My palace and my treasiu-es, to your forfeit) 
Between my consort and my kinsmen. 

Ben, These 

Lie under the state's ban ; their chief, thy nephew, 
In peril of his own life ; but the council 
Postpones his trial for the present. If 
Thou will' st a state unto thy widow'd princess, 
Fear not, for we will do her justice. 

Ang, Signers, 

I share not in your spoil ! From henceforth, know 
I am devoted unto God alone, 
And take my refuge in the cloister. 

Doge, Come ! 

The hour may be a hard one, but *t will end. 
Have I aught else to undergo save death ? 

Ben. You have nought to do, except confess and die. 
The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare, 
And both await without. — But, above all. 
Think not to speak unto the people ; they 
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates. 
But these are closed : the Ten, the Avogadori, 
The Qiunta, and the chief men of the Forty, 
Alone will be beholders of thy doom, 
And they are ready to attend the Doge. 

Doge. The Doge ! 

Ben. Yes, Doge, thou hast lived and thou shalt die 

A sovereign ; till the moment which precedes 
The separation of that head and trunk. 
That ducal crown and head shall be united. 
Thou hast forgot thy dignity in deigning 
To plot with petty traitors ; not so we. 
Who in the very punishment acknowledge 
The prince. Thy vile accomplices have died 
The dog's death, and the wolf's *, but \\iO\x. ^«iNK. 1\>^ 
As falls the lion by the hunters, g^ 
By those who hel a proud composdon iov ^Jsxae, 
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And mourn even the inevitable death 

Provoked by thy wild wrath, and regal fierceness. 

Now we remit thee to thy prepaitttion : 

Let it be brief, and we ourselves will be 

Thy guides unto the place where firat we were 

United to thee as thy subjects, and 

Thy senate ; and must now be parted from thee 

As such for ever, on the self-same spot. 

Guards ! form the Doge's escort to his chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The Doffe*s Jpartmcnt. 

The DoQE as PvisoneVf and the Ducuess attending him. 

Doge. Now, that the priest is gone, *t were useless all 
To linger out the miserable minutes ; 
But one pang more, the pang of parting from thee. 
And I will leave the few last grains of sand, 
Which yet remain of the accorded hour, 
Still falling — I have done with Time. 

Ang. Alas ! 

And I have been the cause, the unconscious cause ; 
And for this funeral marriage, this black union. 
Which thou, compliant with my father's wish. 
Didst promise at his death, thou hast seal'd thine own 

Doge. Not so : there was that in my spirit ever 
Which shaped out for itself some great reverse ; 
The marvel is, it came not until now — 
And yet it was foretold me. 

Ang. How foretold you ? 

Doge. Long years ago — ^so long, they are a doubt 
III memory, and yet they live in annals : 
When I was in my youth, and served the senate 
And signoiy as podesta and captain 
Of the town of Treviso, on a day 
Of festival, the sluggish bishop who 
Convey'd the Host aroused my rash young anger, 
By strange delay, and arrogant reply 
To my reproof : I raised my hand and smote him. 
Until ho reeYd beneath hia holy burthen ; 
And as be rose from eartli again, he raitied. 
JJis tremulovLB hsmds in pious wrath toYjot^ B-Q^^ea., 
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Thence pointing to the Host, which had fallen from him, 

He tum'd to me, and said, " The hour will come 

When he thou hast o'erthrown shall overthrow thee : 

The glory shall depai*t from out thy house, 

The wisdom shall be shaken from thy soul, 

And in thy best maturity of mind 

A madness of the heai*t shall seize upon thee ; ** 

Passion shall tear thee when all passions cease 

In other men, or mellow into virtues ; 

And majesty, which decks all other heads. 

Shall crown to leave thee headless ; honours shall 

But prove to thee the heralds of destruction, 

And hoary hairs of shame, and both of death, 

But not such death as fits an aged man." 

Thus saying, he pass'd on. — That hour is come. 

Ang. And with this warning couldst thou not havo striv3n 
To avei*t the fatal moment, and atone. 
By penitence, for that which thou hadst done ] 

Doffe. I own the words went to my heart, so much 
That I remember'd them amid the maze 
Of life, as if they form'd a spectral voice. 
Which shook me in a supernatural dream ; 
And I repented ; but 't w*as not for me 
To pull in resolution : what must be 
I could not change, and would not fear. — Nay more. 
Thou canst not have foi-got, what all remember, 
That on my day of landmg here as Doge, 
On my return from Rome, a mist of such 
Unwonted density went on before 
The Bucentaur, like the columnar cloud 
Which usher'd Israel out of Egypt, till 
The pilot was misled, and disembark'd U3 
Between the pillars of Saint Mark's, where 'tis 
The custom of the state to put to death 
Its criminals, instead of touching at 
The Riva della Paglia, as the wont is, — 
So that all Venice shudder'd at the omen. 

Ang. Ah ! little boots it now to recollect 
Such things. 

Doge, And yet I find a comfort in 

The thought, that these things are tVve vjoxV oi^«l^\ 
For I would rather yield to goda tlian moii, 
Or cling to any creed of destiny, 
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Rather than deem these mortals, most of whom 
I know to be as worthless as the dust, 
And weak as w^orthless, more than instanmients 
Of an o'er-ruling power ; they in themselves 
Were all incapable — ^they could not be 
Victors of him who oft had conquer'd for them. 

Ang. Employ the minutes left in aspirations 
Of a more healing nature, and in peace 
Even with these wretches take thy flight to heaven. 

Doge. I am at peace : the peace of certainty 
That a sure hour will come, when their sons' sons, 
And this proud city, and these azure waters. 
And all which makes them eminent and bright. 
Shall be a desolation and a curse, 
A hissing and a scoff unto the nations, 
A Carthage, and a Tyi*e, an Ocean Babel. 

A ng. Speak not thus now : the surge of passion still 
Sweeps o'er thee to the last ; thou dost deceive 
Thyself, and canst not injure them — be calmer. * 

Jboge, I stand within eternity, and see 
Into eternity, and I behold — 
Ay, palpable as I see thy sweet face 
For the last time — ^the days which I denounce 
Unto all time against these wave-gui; walls. 
And they who are indwellers. 

Ouard {coming fwnoard). Doge of Venice, 
The Ten are in attendance on your highness. 

Doge. Then farewell, Angiolina ! — one embrace^ 
Forgive the old man who hath been to thee 
A fond but fatal husband — ^love my memory — 
I would not ask so much for me still living, 
But thou canst judge of me more kindly now, 
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest. 
Besides, of all the fruit of these long years. 
Glory, and wealth, and power, and fame, and name, 
Which generally leave some flowera to bloom 
Even o*er the grave, I have nothing left, not even 
A little love, or friendship, or esteem, 
No, not enough to extract an epitaph 
From ostentatious kinsmen ; in one hour 
I have uprooted all my former life. 
And outlived everything, except thy "heaxl, 
Tlie pure, the good, the gentle, wMch. yhMl o^Vi 



Scene 111.1 DOGE OF VENICE. 155 

With uiiimpaii-'d but not a clamorous grief"*- 

Still keep Thou tum'st so pale ! — ^Alas ! she faints, 

She has no breath, no pulse ! — Guards ! lend your aid — 

I cannot leave her thus, and yet 't is better, 

Since every lifeless moment spares a pang. 

When she shakes off this temporaiy death, 

I shall be with the Eternal. — Call her women — 

One look ! — how cold her hand ! — ^as cold as mine 

Shall be ere she recovers. — Gently tend her. 

And take my last thanks 1 am ready now. 

[The Attendants o/ Anoiolina enter, and surround their MUtress 
who ha^ fainted. — Exeunt the Dooe, Guards^ 4*^. 4'<^ 



SCENE III. 

The Court of the Ducal Palace; the outer gates are shut against the 
people. — The "DoQE enters in his ducal robes, in procession u-ith 
the Council of Ten a-id other Patricians, attended by the 
Guards, till they annve at the top of the '* Giants* Staircase " 
{where the Doges took the oaths) ; the Executions' is statiofied 
there with his sword. — On arriving, a Chief of the Ten takes 
off the ducal cap from the Doge^s head. 

Boge. So now the Doge is nothing, and at last 
I am again Marino Faliero : 
'T is well to be so, though but for a moment. 
Here was I crown'd, and here, bear witness. Heaven I 
AVlth how much more contentment I resign 
That shining mockery, the ducal bauble. 
Than I received the fatal ornament. 

One of tJie Ten. Thou tremblcst, Faliero ! 

Doge. 'Tis with age, then.** 

Ben. Faliero ! hast thou anght further to commend, 
Compatible with justice, to the senate ? 

Doge. I would commend my nephew to their mercy, 
My consort to their justice ; for methinks 
My death, and such a death, might settle all 
Between the state and me. 

Ben. They shall be cared for; 

Even notwithstanding thine unheard-of crime. 

Doge. Unheard of ! ay, there 's not a history 
But shows a thousand crown'd co"Dia^\Y«A,OYa 
Against tho people ; but to set tl[iciii ivee. 
One sovereign only died, and one is d-jia^. 
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Ben. And who were they who fell in such a cause 1 

Dofje. The King of Sparta, and the Doge of Venice — 
Agis and Faliero ! 

Btn. Hast thou more 

To utter or to do ? 

Doge. May I speak ? 

Ben. Thou may'st ; 

But recollect the people are without, 
Beyond the compass of the human voice. 

Doge. I speak to Time and to Etemity,^^ 
Of which I grow a portion, not to man. 
Ye elements ! in which to be resolved 
I hasten, let my voice be as a spirit 
Upon you ! Ye blue waves ! which bore my banner, 
Ye winds ! which flutter'd o'er as if you loved it, 
And fill'd my swelling sails as they were wafted 
To many a triumph ! Thou, my native earth, 
AVhich I have bled for ! and thou, foreign earth, 
AVhich drank this willing blood from many a wound I 
Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink, but 
Reek up to heaven ! Ye skies, which will receive it ! 
Thou sun ! which shinest on these things, and Thou J 
AVho kindlest and who quenchest suns ! "** — Attest ! 
I am not innocent — but are these guiltless ? 
•I perish, but not unavenged ; far ages 
Float up from the abyss of time to be, 
And show these eyes, before they close, the doom 
Of this proud city, and I leave my curse 

On her and hers for ever ! Yes, the hours 

Are silently engendering of the day. 
When she, who built 'gainst Attila a bulwark, 
Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield, 
Unto a bastard Attila, without 
Shedding so much blood in her last defence, 
As these old veins, oft drain'd in shielding her. 
Shall pour in sacrifice. — She shall be bought 
And sold, and be an appanage to those 
Who shall despise her 1 ^ — She shall stoop to bo 
A provmce for an empire, petty town 
In lieu of capital, with slaves for senates. 
Beggars fur uobies, **7 panders for a people ! 
T/ien when the Hebrew *s in thy palaces, "^^ 
^e Hun in thy high places, and tVie GreeV 
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Walks o'er thy mart, and smiles on it for his ; 

AVhen thy patricians beg their bitter bread 

In narrow streets, and in then* shameful need 

Make then* nobility a plea for pity ; 

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck 

Of their great fathers' heritage shall fawn 

Round a barbarian Vice of Kings' Vice-gerent, 

Even in the palace where they sway'd as sovereigns 

Even in the palace where they slew their sovereign, 

Proud of some name they have disgraced, or sprung 

From an adulteress boastful of her guilt 

With some large gondolier or foreign soldier, 

Shall bear about their bastardy in triumph 

To the third spurious generation ; — ^when 

Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being. 

Slaves tum'd o'er to the vanquish'd by the victors, 

Despised by cowards for greater cowardice. 

And scom'd even by the vicious for such vices 

As in the monstrous grasp of their conception 

Defy all codes to image or to name them ; 

Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom. 

All thine inheritance shall be her shame 

Entail'd on thy less virtuous daughters, grown 

A wider proverb for worse prostitution ; — 

When all the ills of conquer'd states shall cling thee, 

Vice without splendour, sin without relief 

Even from the gloss of love to smooth it o'er. 

But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude, *** 

Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdness, 

Depraving nature's frailty to an art ; — 

When these and more are heavy on thee, when 

Smiles without mirth, and pastimes without pleasure, 

Youth without honour, age without respect, 

Meanness and weakness, and a sense of woe 

'Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar'st not murmup,* 

Have made thee last and worst of peopled deserts, 

Then, in the last gasp of thine agony, 

Amidst thy many murders, think of mine / 

Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes ! ** 

Gehenna of the waters ! thou sea Sodom ! *- 

Thus I devote thee to the infernal gods I 

Thee and thy serpent seed ! 

[ffere the DooE turns and addresses iKe lExecut'vwer. 

VOL. I. "*• 
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Slave, do thine office 
Strike as I struck the foe ! Strike as I would 
Have struck those tyrants ! Strike deep as my curse ! 
Strike — and but once ! 

[TAeDooE throws himself upon his knees, and as the Executioner 
raises his sword the scene closes. 



SCENE IV. 

The Piazza and Piazzetta of St. Marks. — The people in crowds 
gathered round the grated gates of the Ducal Palace, which 
are shut. 

First Citizen. I have gain'd the gate, and can discern the 
Ten, 
Robed in their gowns of state, ranged round the Doge. 

Second CU, I cannot reach thee with mine utmost effort. 
How is it ? let us hear at least, since sight 
Is thus prohibited imto the people, 
Except the occupiers of those bars. 

First at. One has approach'd the Doge, and now they strip 
The ducal bonnet from his head — and now 
He raises his keen eyes to heaven ; I see 
Them glitter, and his lips move — Hush ! hush ! — no, 
'T was but a murmur — Curse upon the distance ! 
His words are inarticulate, but the voice 
Swells up like mutter*d thunder ; would we could 
But gather a sole sentence ! 

Second Cit. Hush ! we perhaps may catch the sound. 

First Cit. 'T is vain. 

I cannot hear him. — How his hoary hair 
Streams on the wind like foam upon the wave ! 
Now — now — he kneels — and now they form a circle 
Round him, and all is hidden — ^but I see 

The lifted sword in air Ah ! hark ! it falls ! 

[The people murmur. 

Third Cit. Then they have murder'd him who would 
have freed us. 

Fowrth Cit. He was a kind man to the commons ever. 

Fifth Cit. Wisely they did to keep their portals barr'd. 
Woiild we had known the work they were preparing 
Ere we were siuumon'd here — ^we "would have brought 
WeaponB, and forced them I 
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Sixth Cit. Are you sure he *s dead ? 

First Cit. I saw the sword fall — Lo ! what have we here ? 

Enter on the Balcony of the Palace icliich fronts St. Mark's Place a 
Chief op the Ten,*^ ti'Uh a bloody sword. He tcaves it 
thrice before the People, and exclaims^ 

" Justice hath dealt upon the mighty Traitor ! " 

{The gates are opened ; tlie populace rush in towards tfie 
" Giants' Staircase" ivhere the execution has taken place. 
The foremost of them exclaims to those behind, 

" The gory head ^* rolls down the Giants' Steps ! *' 

[The curtain f alii. 



APPENDIX. 



Note A. 

I AM obliged for the following excellent translation of the old Chronicle 
to Mr. F. Cohen,* to whom the reader will find himself indebted for a 
version that I could not myself— though after many years' intercourse 
with Italian— have given by any means so purely and so faithfully .j 

STORY OF MARINO FALIERO, DOGE XLIX. MCCCLIV. 

On the eleventh day of September, in the year of our Lord 1354, 
Marino Faliero was elected and chosen to be the Duke of the Common* 
wealth of Venice. He was Count of Yaldemarino, in the Marches of 
Treviso, and a Knight, and a wealthy man to boot. As soon as the 
election was completed, it was resolved in the Great Council, that a 
deputation of twelve should be despatched to Marino Faliero the Duke, 
who was then on his way from Rome ; for when he was chosen, he was 
ambassador at the court of the Holy Father, at Rome, — the Holy Father 
himself held his court at Avignon. When Messer Marino Faliero the 
Duke was about to land in this city, on the 6th day of October, 1364, a 
thick haze came on and darkened the air : and he was enforced to land 
on the place of Saint Mark, between the two columns, on the spot where 
evil doers are put to death ; and all thought that this was the worst of 
tokens. — Nor must I forget to write that which I have read in a 
chronicle. When Messer Marino Faliero was Podesta and Captain of 



• [Mr. Francis Cohen, now Sir Francis Palgrave, K. H., the learned 
author of the " Rise and Progn^ess of the English Constitution," " History 
of the Anglo-Saxons," &c. Ac."] 

t [In a letter to Mr. Murray, dated Ravenna, July 30, 1821, Lord B. 

says : — " Enclosed is the best account of the Doge Faliero, which was 

only sent to me, from an old MS., the other day. Get it translated, and 

append it as a note to the next edition. You will, perhaps, be pleased to 

see, that my cnnceptions of his character were correct ; though I regret 

not having met with the extract before. You will perceive that he 

himself said exactly what he is made to say about the Bishop of Treviso. 

You will see also that he spoke little, and those only words of rage and 

disdain, after Mb arrest ; which is the case in the play, except when 

^e breaks oat at the close of Act fiftti. B>\x\. bia speech to the oon- 

ipiratora is better in the MS. than In the pVay. 1 ^\»\i\^iaAL\aR\.-wV*i 

Jtiatime,"] 
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Treviso, tlie Bishop delayed coming in with the holy sacrament, on a 
day when a procession was to take place. Now, the said Marino Faliero 
was so very proud and wrathful, that he buffeted the Bishop, and almost 
struck him to the ground : and, therefore, Heaven allowed Marino Faliero 
to go out of his right senses, in order that he might bring himself to an 
evil deatl). 

When this Dnke had held the dukedom during nine months and six 
days, he, being wicked and ambitious, sought to make himself Lord of 
Venice, in the manner which I have read in an ancient chronicle. When 
tlie Thursday arrived upon whicli they were wont to hunt the bull, the 
bull hunt took place as usual; and, according to the usage of those 
times, after the bull hunt had ended, they all proceeded unto the palace 
of the Duke, and assembled together in oue of liis halls; and they 
disported themselves with the women. And until the first bell tolled 
they danced, and then a banquet was served up. My Lord the Duke 
l>aid tlie expenses tliereof, provided lie had a Duchess, and after the 
binquct they all retnnied to their homes. 

Now to this feast there came a certain Scr Michelc Steuo, a gentlrman 
of poor estate and very young, but crafty and daring, and who loved one 
of the damsels of tlie Duchess. Ser Michcle stood amongst the women 
upon tlie solajo; and he behaved indiscrcptly, so that my Lord the 
Duke ordered that he should be kicked oflf the solajo; and the esquires 
of the Duke flung him down from the solajo accordingly. Ser Michele 
thought that such an affront was beyond all bearing; and when the 
feast was over, and all other persons had left the palace, he, continuing 
heated with anger, went to the hall of audience, and wrote certain 
unseemly words relating to the Duke and the Duchess upon the chair in 
which the Duke was used to sit ; for in those days the Duke did not 
cover his chair with cloth of sendal, but he sat in a chair of wood. Ser 
Michele wrote thereon — "Marin I''alier,the husband of the fair tc\fe ; 
othrrs kiss her, but he keeps herj' In the morning the words were seen, 
and the matter- was considered to be very scandalous ; and the Senate 
commanded the Avogadori of the Commonwealth to proceed therein with 
the greatest diligence.' A largess of gi'eat amount was immediately 
proflfered by the Avogadori, in order to discover who had written these 
words. And at length it was known that Michele Steno had written 
them. It was resolved in the Council of Forty that he should be 
arrested ; and he then confessed that in the fit of vexation and spite, 
occasioned by his being thrust off the solajo in the presence of his 
mistress, he had written the words. Therefore the Council debated 
thereon. And the Council took his youth into consideration, and that 
he was a lover; and therefore they adjudged that he should be kept in 
close confinement during two months, and that afterwards he should be 
banished from Venice and the state during one year. In consequence of 
this merciful sentence the Duke became exceedingly wroth, it appearing 
to him, that the Council had not acted in such a manner as was required 
by the respect due to his ducal dignity ; and he said that they ought to 
have condemned Ser Michele to be hanged by the neck, or at least to be 
banished for life. 

Now it was fated that my Lord Duke Marino was to have his head 
cut off. And as it is necessary when any effect is to be brought about, 
that the cause of sucli effect must happen, it therefore came to pa88.,t\3A.^ 
on the very day after sentence had been pTowowwte,^ otv 'S>«t "WvOev.^^ 
Steno, being the first day of Lent, a gcnUcmaw ol \\v^\\ow&ft ^"l "^«^'«c«>x 
a choleric gentlemnn, went to the arsenal, and Tec^\x\t^^c«ixV»\"aXX^^%^^\ 
tJie masters of the galley a. This he did in tlie -Bteaexvcfe o^ ^^ feiAsa\x». 
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of the arsenal, and he, hcai-ing the request, answered, — No, it cannot 
be done. High words arose betAveen the gentlemen and the Admiral, 
and the gentleman struck him with his fist just above tlie eye; and a.s 
he happened to liave a ring on his finger, the ring cut tlie Admiral and 
drew blood. The Admiral, all bruised and blondy, ran straight to tho 
Duke to complain, and with the intent of praying him to inflict some 
heavy punishment upon the gentleman of Ch IJarbaro. — " What wouldst 
thou have me do for thee?" answered the Duke :—" think upon tho 
Bhameful gibe which hath been written concerning me ; and think on 
the m.inncr in which they have punislied that ribald Michele Steno, who 
wrote it; and 8»e how the Council of Forty respect our person." — Upon 
this the Admiral answered, — *' My Lord Duke, if you wotild wish to 
make yourself a prince, and to cut all those cuckoldy gentlemen to pieces, 
I havH tlie heart, if you do but help mo, to make you prince of all this 
state; and then you may punish them all." Hearing this, the Duke said, 
— " llow can such a matter be brought about?" — and so they discoui'sed 
thereon. 

The Duke called for his nephew, Ser BertuccioFaliero, who lived with 
him in the palace, and they communed abotit this plot. And without 
leaving the place, they sent for Philip Calendaro, a seaman of gi-eat 
repute, and for Bertnccio Israello, who was exceedingly wily . and 
cunning. Then taking counsel amongst themselves, they agreed to call 
in some others; and s<>, for several nights successively, they met with 
the Duke at home in his palace. And the following men were called in 
singly; to wit; — Niccolo Fagiuolo, Giovanni da Corfu, Stefano Fagiono, 
Niccolo dalle Bende, Niccolo Biondo, and Stefano Trivisano. — It was 
concerted that sixteen or seventeen leaders should be stationed in 
various parts of the city, each being at the head of forty men, ai*med 
and prepared, but the followers were not to know their destination. 
On the appointed day they were to make affrays amongst themselves 
here and there, in order that the Duke might have a pretence for tolling 
the bells of San Marco ; these bells are never iimg but by tho order of the 
Duke. And at the sound of the bells, these sixteen or seventeen, with 
their foUowei's, were to come to San Marco, through the streets which 
open upon the Piazza. And when the noble and leading citizens should 
come into the Piazza, to know the cause of the riot, then the conspirators 
were to cut them in pieces; and this work being finished, my Lord 
Marino Faliero the Duke was to be proclaimed the Lord of Venice. 
Things having been thus settled, they agreed to fulfil their intent on 
"Wednesday, the 15th day of April, in the year 1355. So covertly did 
they plot, that no one ever dreamt of their machinations. 

But the Lord, who hath always helped this most glorious city, and 
who, loving its righteousness and holiness, hath never forsaken it, in- 
spired one Beltrarao Bergamasco to be the cause of bringing the plot to 
light, in the following manner. This Beltramo, who belonged to Ser 
Niccolo Lioni of Santo Stefano, had heard a word or two of what was to 
take place ; and so, in tho above-mentioned month of April, he went to 
the house of the aforesaid Ser Niccolo Lioni, and told him all the par- 
ticulars of the plot. Ser Niccolo, when he heard all these things, was 
stnick dead, as it were, with affright. He heard all the particulars; and 
Beltramo prayed him to keep it all .secret; and if he told Ser Niccolo, it 
was in order that Ser Niccolo might stop at honic on the 15th of April, 
and thus save hi.s life. Beltramo Avas going, but Ser Niccolo ordered his 
servants to lay hands upon him, and lock hiiu up. Ser Niccolo then 
H-ent to the house of 3fesser Giovanni Gva(\c\\\Ro^Aftow\,\\\\ov\XVft,^\vwda 
became Duke, and who also lived at Saulo Slclwwo, \mi3L \.vA(\. \\\m vJ\, 
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The matter seemed to him to be of the very greatest importance, as 
indeed it was ; and they two went to the house of Ser Marco Comaro, who 
lived at San Felice ; and, having spoken with him, they all three then 
determined to go back to the house of Ber Niccolo Lioni, to examine the 
said Beltramo ; and having questioned him, and heard all that he had to 
say, they left him in confinement. And then they all three went into 
the sacristy of San Salvatore, and sent their men to summon the Coun- 
cillors, the Avogadori, the Capi de' Dioci, and those of the Great Council. 

When all were assembled, the whole stoiy was told to them. They 
were struck dead, as it were, with afiriglit. They determined to send 
for Beltramo. lie was brought in before them. They examined him, 
and ascertained that the matter was tnie ; and, although they were ex- 
ceedingly troubled, yet they determined upon their measures. And they 
sent for the Capi de' Quarante, the Signori di Notte, the Capi de' Sestieri, 
and the Cinque della Pace; and they were ordered to associate to their 
men other good men and true, who were to proceed to the houses of the 
ringleaders of the conspiracy, and secure them. And they secured the 
foreman of the arsenal, in order that the conspirators might not do 
mischief. Towards nightfall they assembled in the palace. When they 
were assembled in the palace, they caused they gates of the quadrangle 
of the palace to be shut. And they sent to the keeper of the Bell-tower, 
and forbade the tolling of the bells. All this was carried into effect. 
The before-mentioned conspirators were secured, and they were brought 
to the palace ; and, as the Council of Ten saw that the Duke was in the 
plot, they resolved that twenty of the leading men of the state should be 
associated to them, for the purpose of consultation and deliberation, but 
that they should not be allowed to ballot. 

The counsellors were the following:— Ser Giovanni Mocenigo, of the 
Sestiero of San Marco ; Ser Almoro Veniero da Santa Marina, of the 
Sestiero of Castello ; Ser Tomaso Viadro, of the Sestiero of Canaregio ; 
Ser Giovanni Sanudo, of the Sestiero of Santa Croco ; Ser Pietro Trivi- 
sano, of the Sestiero of San Paolo ; Ser Pantalione Barbo il Grando, ot 
the Sestiero of Ossoduro. The Avogadori of the Commonwealth were 
Zufredo Morosini, and Ser Orio Pasqualigo ; and these did not ballot. 
Those of the Council of Ten were Ser Giovanni Marcello, Ser Tomaso 
Sanudo, and Ser Micheletto Dolfino, the heads of the aforesaid Council 
of Ten. Ser Luca da Legge, and Ser Pietro da Mostq, inquisitors of the 
aforesaid Council. And Ser Marco Polani, Ser Marino Veniero, Ser 
Lando Lombardo, and Ser Nicoletto Trivisano, of Sant' Angelo. 

Late in the night, just before the dawning, they chose a junta of 
twenty noblemen of Vfiuice from amongst the wisest, and the worthiest, 
and the oldest. They were to give counsel, but not to ballot. And they 
would not admit any one of Ch Faliero. And Niccolo Faliero, and 
another Niccolo Faliero, of San Tomaso, were expelled from the Council, 
because they belonged to the family of the Doge. And this resolution 
of creating the jimta of twenty was much praised throughout the state. 
The following were the members of the junta of twenty :— Ser Marco 
Giustiniani, Procuratore, Ser Andrea Erizzo, Procuratore, Ser Lionardo 
Giustiniani, Procumtore, Ser Andrea Contarini, Ser Simone Dandolo, 
Ser Niccolo Volpe, Ser Giovanni Loredano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovanni 
Gradenigo, Ser Andrea Comaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco Soranzo, Ser 
Rinieri du Mosto, Ser Gazano Marcello, Ser Marino Morosini, Set 
Stefano Belegno, Ser Niccolo Lioni, Ser FlUip^CiOTVo^'Siet'^«t<:»"^x\NV 
sano, Ser Jacopo Bragadlno, Set Giovan"a\ ¥oaca.T\u\. 

These twenty were accordingly caWed Vu to t\vft ^owxnrlXS. 'sS. '^«^^^5. 
tbeysent for my Lord Marino FaUeTO,t\veT>\xVA* ixxi.^TK^'S.^^t^^^*^^^ 



168 APPENDIX TO MARINO FALIERO. 

was then consorting in the palace with people of great estate, gentlemen, 
and other good men, none of whom knew yet how the fact stood. 

At the same time Bertucci Israello, who, as one of the ringleaders, was 
to head the conspirators in Santa Croce, was arrested and bound, and 
brought before the Council. Zanello del Brin, Nicoletto di Rosa, Nico- 
letto Alberto, and the Guardiaga, were also taken, together with several 
seamen, and people of various ranks. These were examined, and the 
truth of the plot was ascertained. 

On the 16th of April judgment was given in the Council of Ten, that 
Filippo Calendaro and Bertuccio Israello should be hanged upon the red 

{>illars of the balcony of the palace, from which the Duke is wont to 
ook at the bull hunt : and they were hanged with gags in their mouths. 
The next day the following were condemned :—Niccolo Zuccuolo, 
Nicoletto Blondo, Nicoletto Doro, Marco Giuda, Jacomello Dagolino, 
Nicoletto Ftdele, the son of Filippo Calendaro, Marco Torello, called 
Israello, Stefano Trivisano, the money changer of Santa Margherita, 
and Antonio dalle Bende. These were all taken at Chiozza, for tbey 
were endeavouring to escape. Afterwards, by virtue of the sentence 
which was passed upon them in the Council of Ten, they were hang^ 
on successive days; some singly and some in couples, upon the columns 
of the palace, beginning from the red colmnns, and so going onwards 
towards the canal. And other prisoners were discharged, because, 
although they had been involved in the conspiracy, yet they had not 
assisted in it : for they were given to understand by some of the heads 
of the plot, that they were to come armed and prepared for the service of 
the state, and in order to secure certain criminals ; and they knew nothing 
else. Nicoletto Alberto, the Guardiaga, and Bartolommeo Ciricolo and 
his son, and several others, who were not guilty, were discharged. 

On Friday, the 16th day of April, judgment was also given in tlie 
aforesaid Council of Ten, that my Lord Marino Faliero, the Duke, should 
have his head cut off; and that the execution should be done on the 
landing-place of the stone staircase, where the Dukes take their oath 
when they first enter the palace. On the following day, the 17th of 
April, the doors of the palace being shut^ the Duke had his head cut off, 
about the hour of noon. And the cap of estate was taken from the 
Duke's head before he came down stairs. When the execution was over, 
it is said that one of the Council of Ten went to the columns of the 
palace over against the place of St. Mark, and that he showed the 
bloody sword imto the people, crying out with a loud voice — "The 
terrible doom hath fallen upon the traitor! " — and the doors were opened, 
and the people all rushed in, to see the corpse of the Duke, who had 
been beheaded. 

It must be known that Ser Giovanni Sanudo, the councillor, was not 
present when the afoi'esaid sentence was pronounced ; because he was 
unwell and remained at home. So that only fourteen balloted ; that is 
to say, five councillors, and nine of the Council of Ten. And it was 
adjudged, that all the lands and chattels of the Duke, as well as of the 
other traitors, should be forfeited to the state. And as a grace to the 
Duke, it was resolved in the Council of Ten, that he should be allowed 
to dispose of two thousand ducats out of his own property. And it was 
i*esolved, tliat all the councillors and all the Avogadori of the Common- 
wealth, those of the Council of Ten, and the members of the junta, who 
had assisted in passing sentence on the Duke and the other traitors, 
should have the privilege of carrying arms bolYi^jy flLa.7 wad. by uight in 
Venice, and from Gr&do to Cavazere. And Uvey vf exe a\so \o\ifc aX\sy«t^ 
two footmen carrying arms, the aforesaid footmerv WnVcv^ «R^\io^T^\!t^ 
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frith them in their own houses. And he who did not keep two footmen 
might transfer the privilege to his sons or his brothers; but only to 
two. Permission of carrying arms was also granted to the four Notarien 
of the Chancery, that is to say, of the Supreme Court, who took the 
depositions; and they were, Amedio, Nicoletto di Lorino, Ste&nello, 
and Pietro de Compostelli, the secretaries of the Signori di Notte. 

After the traitors had been hanged, and the Duke had had his head 
cut off, the state remained in great tranquillity and peace. And, as I 
have read in a Chronicle, the corpse of the Duke was removed in a harge, 
with eight torches, to his tomb in the chui'ch of San Giovanni e Paolo, 
where it was buried. The tomb is now in that aisle in the middle of 
the little church of Santa Maria della Pace which was built by Bishop 
Gabriel of Bergamo. It is a coffin of stone, with these words engraven 
thereon: " Heic jacet Dominus Mavinus Faletro Dux." — And they did 
not paint his portrait in the hall of the Great Council : — but in the place 
where it ought to have been, you sec tliese words : — " Hie est locus 
Mannt Faletro, decapitati pro criininihusy — And it is thought that his 
house was granted to tlie church of Sant' Apostolo ; it was that great 
one near the bridge. Yet this could not be the case, or else the family 
bought it back from the church ; for it still belongs to Ck Faliero. I 
must nojt refrain from noting, that some wished to write the following 
words in the place where his portrait ought to have been, as aforesaid : — 
" Marinus Faletro Dux, temeHtas vie cepit. Pccnas lui, decapitates pro 
criminibus." — Others, also, indited a couplet, worthy of being inscribed 
upon his tomb. 

" Jhui Fenetum jaeet heic, patriam qui prodere tentana, 
Sceptra, decu», censum jmlidit, atque caput." 



Note B. 

petearch ox the conspiracy of marino pauero.* 

" Al giovane Doge Andrea Dandolo succedette un vecchio, il quale 
tardi si pose al timone della repubblica, ma sempre prima di quel, che 
facea d' uopo a lui, ed alia patria : egli b Marino Faliero, personaggio a 
me noto per antica dimestichezzti. Falsa era Y opinione intomo a lui, 
giacch6 egli si mo8ti*6 fomito pid di corraggio, che di senno. Non page 
della prima dignity, entro con sinistro piede nel pubblico Palazzo : 
imperciocche questo Doge dei Veueti, magistrate sacro in tutti i secoli. 
che dagli antichi fii sempro venerato qual nunic in quella cittil, 1' altr 
jeri fd decoUato nel vestibolo dell' istesso Palazzo. Discorrerei fin dal 
principio le cause di un tale evvento, e cosi vario, ed ambiguo non ne 
fosse il grido. Nessuno per6 lo scusa, tutti affermano, che egli abbia 
voluto cangiar qualche cosa nell' ordine delta repubblica a lui ftamandato 
dai maggiori. Che desiderava egli di pifi? lo son d' avviso, che egli 
abbia ottenuto ci6, che non si concedette a nessun altro: mentre adempiva 
gli ufficj di legato presso il Pontefice, e sulle rive del Rodano trattava 
la pace, che io prima di lui avevo indamo tentato di conchiudere, gli fti 
conferito 1' onore del Ducato, che ne chiedeva, ne s' aspettava. Tomato 

♦ [" Had a copy taken of an extract ttom "Pft\x«xOd^^ \J^^5u«^^ ^\^ 
reference to the conspiracy of the Doge ■^5.anxvo "E^\«to,^-w\a2a!\\s%'^x»» 
poeVa opinion of the matter."— Byron Dlary,'Ce>aA\,'V8aX''^ 



i 
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in patria, pcnso a qnello, cui ncssono non pose mente giammai, e soflErl 
qiiello, che a niuno accadde mai di soffrire: giaccM in quel luo^o 
celeberrimo, c cbiariEsimo, e bellissimo infra tutti quelli, che io vidi, 
ove i suoi antenati avcvaiio ricevnti grandissimi onori in mezzo alio 
pompe trionfali, ivi egli fCi trascinato in modo servile, e spogliato delle 
inseG:ne ducali, perdette la testa, e maccliio col proprio sangue le soglie 
del tcrapio, 1' atrio del Palazzo, e le scale marmoree rendute spesse volte 
illustri o dalle solenni festivitk, o dalle ostili spoglie. Ud notato il luogo, 
ora nolo il tempo : b Y anno del Katale dl Ciisto, 1855, fti 11 giomo 
18 d' Aprile. Si alto b il grido sparso, cUe se alcuno esaminerit la 
disciplina, e le costumanze di quella cittk, e quanto mutamento di cose 
venga minacciato dalla morte di un sol nomo (quantunque moiti altri, 
come narrano, essendo complici, o subirono 1' istesso supplicio, o lo 
aspettano) si accorgerA, che nulla di piCi grande awenne at nostri tempi 
nella Italia. Tn forse qnl attend! il mio giudizio : assolvo il popolo, se 
credere alia fama, benchc abbia potuto e castigare piil mitemente, e con 
naggior dolcczza vendicare il suo dolore : ma non cosi facilmente, si 
modera un' ira giusta insieme, e grande in un numeroso popolo princi- 
palmente, nel quale il precipitoso, ed instabile volgo aguzza gli stimoli 
deir irracondia con rapid!, e sconsigliati clamori. Compatisco, e nell' 
istesso tempo m! adiro con quell' infelice uomo, il quale adomo di un' 
insoltto onore, non so, che cosa si volesse negli estreml anni della sua 
vita : la calamit!! di lui divicne scmpre piCi grave, perch^ dalla sentenza 
contra di esso promulgata aperirii, che egli fd non solo miscro, ma insano, 
e dementc, e che con vane art! si usurpo per tanti anni una falsa fama 
di sapienza. Ammonisco i Dogi, i quali gli succederano, che questo e 
un' esempio posto innanzi ai loro occhj, quale specchio, nel quale veggano 
d' essere non Signori, ma Duel, anzi ncmmeno Duci, ma onoratl servi 
della Repubblica. Tu sta sano ; e giacchd fluttuano le pubbliche cose, 
sforsiamosi di govemar modestissimamente i privati nostri afiEari." — 
LBVAn, Viag<ji di Petrarca, vol. iv. p. 323. 

The above' Italian translation from the Latin epistles of Petrarch 
proves - Istly, That Marino Faliero was a personal friend of Petrarch's ; 
" antica dimestichezza," old intimacy, is the phrase of the i>oet. 2dl7, 
That Petrarch thought that he had more courage than conduct, " plti di 
corraffffio che di Bcnno." 3dly, That there was some jealousy on the 
part of Petrarch ; for lie says that Alarino Faliero was treating of the 
peace which he himself had " vainly attempted to conclude." 4thly, 
That the honour of the Dukedom was confen-ed upon him, which he 
heither sought nor expected, " che nd chiedeva n6 aspettava," and which 
had never been granted to any other in like circumstances, " ci6 che non 
si concedette a nessun altro," a proof of the high esteem in which he 
must have been held. 5thly, That he had a reputation for wisdomf only 
forfeited by the last enterprise of his life, " si usurpd per tanti anni una 
falsa fama di sapienza." — " lie had usurped for so many years a false 
fame of wisdom," rather a dillicult task, I should think. People are 
generally found out before eighty years of age, at least in a republic. — 
From these, and the other historical notes which I have collected, it may 
be inferred, that Marino Faliero possessed many of the qualities, but 
not the success of a hero ; and that his passions were too violent The 
paltry and ignorant account of Dr. Moore falls to the ground. Petrarch 
says, " that there had been no greater event in his times " (pur times 
literally), " nostri tempi," in Italy. He also differs from the historian in 
Baying that Faliero was " on the banks of the Rhone," instead of at 
Borne, when elected ; the other accounts say, tiial >iiia ^e,\>u\aA.ViXL o€ the 
Venetian aenate met him at Kavenna. Uow ttAa ma.7 Y«."vft ^s«fcTi,\x. \* 
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not for nic io decide, and is of no great importance. Had the man 
succeeded, he would have changed the face of Venice, and perhaps of 
Italy. As it is, what arc they both ? 



Note C. 
vexetiax society and maxxers. 

" Vice without splendour, sin without relief 
Kven fmin the gloss of love to smooth it o'er; 
But, in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude," &c.~(Sfe p. 161.") 

" To these attacks so frequently pointed hy tlie government against 
.he clergy, — to the continual stniggles between the different constituted 
rodies,— to these enterprises canied on hy the mass of the nobles againsl 
tie depositaries of power, — to all those projects of innovation, which 
a ways ended by a stroke of state policy ; we must add a cause not less 
fi.ted to spread contempt for ancient doctrines; this was the excess oj 
comtplioit. 

" That freedom of manners, which had been long boasted of as the 
principal charm of Venetian society, had degenerated into scandalous 
licentiousness: the tie of marriage was less sacred in that Catholic 
couutiy, than among those nations where the laws and religion admit ol 
its being dissolved. Because they could not break the contract, they 
feigned that it had not existed ; and the groimd of nullity, immodestly 
alleged by the mamed pair, Avas admitted with equal facility by priest? 
and magistrates, alike corrupt. These divorces, veiled under another 
name, became so frequent, that the most important act of civil society 
was discovered to be amenable to a tribunal of exceptions; and to 
restrain the open scandal of such proceedings became the office of the 
police. In 1782 the Council of Ten decreed, that every woman who 
should sue for a dissolution of her maiTiage should be compelled to await 
the decision of the judges in some convent, to be named by the court.* 
Soon afterwards the same council summoned all causes of that nature 
before itself, t This infringement on ecclesiastical jurisdiction having 
occasioned some remonstrance from Rome, the council retained only the 
right of rejecting the petition of the married persons, and consented to re- 
fer such causes to the holy office as it should not previously have rejected.^ 
" There was a moment in which, doubtless, the destruction of private 
fortunes, the niin of youtli, the domestic discord occasioned by these 
abuses, determined the government to depart from its established 
maxims concerning the freedom of manners allowed the subject. All 
the courtesans Mere banished from Venice ; Imt their absence was not 
enough to reclaim and bring back good morals to a whole people brought 
up in the most scandalous licentiousness. Depravity reached the very 
bosoms of private families, and even into the cloister; and they found 
themselves obliged to recall, and even to indemnify, g women who 



* Correspondence of M. Schlick, French charge d'affiiires. Despatch 
of 24tli August, 1782. 

t Ibid. Despatch, 31st August. 

X Ibid. Despatch of 3rd September, 1785. 

g The decree for their recall dCBignsilva WiVim v^-^ %\os\.ve \>ei[vcwvt\\\.e. 
ivrrrtric'i : A fjind and some houses, caWeCi Case rawpttuc^NS^'Sft ^^sssv'eNS.^ 
to them; hcncn tlie opprobrious app^iW&Uou ol CavttWDo<Tve% 
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sometinied gained possession of important secrets, and wlio might be 
usefuily employed in tlio ruin of men whose foi*tunes might have 
rendered them dangerous. Since that time licentiousness has gone on 
increasing ; and we have seen mothers, not only selling the innocence of 
their daughters, but selling it by a contract, authenticated by the 
signature of a public officer, and the performance of which was secured 
by the protection of the laws. * 

" The parlours of the convents of noble ladies, and the houses of the 
courtesans, though the police carefully kept up a number of spie^ about 
them, were the only assemblies for society in Venice ; and in these two 
places, so different from each other, there was equal freedom. Music, 
collations, gallantry, were not more forbidden in the parlours than at the 
casinos. There were a number of casinos for the purpose of public 
assemblies, where gaming was the principal pursuit of the company. It 
was a strange si^^ht to see persons of either sex masked, or grave in 
their magisterial robes, round a table, invoking chance, and giving way 
at one instant to the agonies of despair, at the next to the illusions of 
hope, and that without uttering a single word. 

" The rich had private casinos, but they lived incognito in them ; and 
the wives wliom they abandoned found compensation in the liberty they 
enjoyed. The corniption of morals had deprived them of their empire. 
We have just reviewed tlie whole histoiy of Venice, and we have not 
once seen them exercise tlie slightest influence "—Dabu ; Hist, de la 
Hipub. de Tdniie, vol. v. p. 95. 



* Mayer, Description of Venice, vol. 11. ; and M. Archenholz, Picture 
of Italy, vol. i. ch. 2. 



NOTES TO MABINO FALIEBO. 



1.— Page 69. 
Marino Faliero. 

[Marino Faliero has, we believe, been pretty generally pronounced a 
failure by the public voice, and we see no reason to call for a revision 
of their sentence. It contains, beyond all doubt, many passages of 
commanding eloquence, and some of genuine poetry; and the scenei^ 
more particularly, in which Lord B3rron has neglected the absurd creed 
of his pseudo-Hellenic writers, are conceived and elaborated with great 
tragic effect and dexterity. But the subject is decidedly ill-chosen. In 
the main tissue of the plot, and in all the busiest and most interesting 
parts of it, it is, in fact, no more than another " Venice Preserved," in 
which the author has had to contend (nor has he contended successfhily) 
with our recollections of a former and deservedly popular play on the 
same subject. And the only respect in which it differs is, that the 
JafBer of Lord Byron's plot is drawn in to join the conspirators, not by 
the natural and intelligible motives of poverty, aggravated by the 8u£fer- 
ings of a beloved wife, and a deep and well-grounded resentment of 
oppression, but by his outrageous anger for a private wrong of no very 
atrocious nature. The Doge of Venice, to chastise the vulgar libel of a 
foolish boy, attempts to overturn that republic of which he is the first 
and most trusted servant ; to massacre all his ancient friends and fellow 
soldiers, the magistracy and nobility of the laud. With such a resentment 
as this, thus simply stated and taken singly, who ever sympathised, or 
who but Lord Byron would have expected in such a cause to be able to 
awaken.sympathy ? It is little to the purpose to say that this is all 
historically true. A thing may be true without being probable ; and 
such a case of idiosyncrasy as is implied in a resentment so sudden and 
extravagant, is no more a fitting subject for the poet, than an animal 
with two heads would be for an artist of a different description. 

On the whole, the Doge of Venice is the effect of a powerful and culti- 
vated mind. It has all the requisites of tragedy, sublimity, terror, and 
pathos — all but that without which the rest are unavailing, interest ! 
With many detached passages which neither derogate from Lord Byron's 
former fame, nor would have derogated from the reputation of our best 
ancient tragedians, it is, as a whole, neither sustained nor impressive. 
The poet, except the soliloquy of Lionl, scarcely ever aeexa^ 1q Vckn^ 
written with his own thorough goodUking. HeTc\«L7^i«iWx%^5Wi^ft^'QM55Kv^- 
out to have had in his eye some other inodeV ttiwa. xviAxicc^N «iv^^^'c«Rk 
Hvm his work with the same feeling aa \f "we "ha.^\jfectk t<iK^'«k%^^x«3«»»«- 



174 NOTES TO MARINO FALIEKO. 

tion. For this want of interest tlie subject itself is, doubtless, in soma 
measure to blame; though, if the same subject had been diflferently 
treated, we are inclined to believe a very different effect would have been 
produced. But for the constraint and stiffness of the poetry, we have 
nothing to blame but tlie apparent resolution of its author to set (at 
whatever risk) an example of classical correctness to his uncivilised 
countrymen, and ratlicr to forego success than to succeed after the manner 
of Shakspeare. — IIeber. 

As a play, Marino Faliero is deficient in the attractive passions, in 
probability, and in depth and variety of interest ; and revolts through- 
out, by the extravagant disproportion which the injury bears to the 
immeasured resentment with which it is pureued. As a poem, though 
it occasionally displays great force and elevation, it obviously wants 
both grace and facility. The diction is often heavy and cumbrous, 
and the versifiction without SAveetness or elasticity. It is generally 
very verbose, and sometimes exceedingly dull. Altogether, it gives us 
the impression of a thing worked out against the grain, and not poured 
forth from the fulness of the heart or the fancy ; — the ambitious and 
elaborate work of a powerful mind engaged with an unsuitable task— not 
the spontaneous effusion of an exuberant imagination, sporting in the 
fulness of its strength. Evciy thing is heightened and enforced with 
visible effort and design ; and the noble author is often contented to be 
emphatic by dint of exaggeration, and eloquent by the common topics of 
declamation. — Jeffrey.] 

2.— Page 70, line 13. 

Doge. Ay, such as the Avogadovi did, 

[The Avogadori, three in number, were the conductors of criminal 
pix>secutions on the part of the state ; and no act of the councils was 
valid, unless sanctioned by the presence of one of them.] 

3.— Page 72, line 10. 

The following words 

["Marino Faliero, dalla bella moglie— altri la godo, cd cgli la 
inantiene."— Sanuto.J 

4.— Page 78, line 34. 

I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso, 

An historical fact. See Marin Sanuto's "Lives of the Doges." — 
[" Sanuto says that Heaven took away his senses for this buffet, and 
induced him to conspire: — 'Peru fu perraesso die il Faliero pei-dette 
I'intelletto,' " &c.— Byron Letters.] 

5.— Page 80, line 8. 

I. Ber. I am the chief of the arsenal, employed 

[This officer was chief of the artisans of the arsenal, and commanded 

the Bucentaur, for the safety of which, even if an accidental storm 

fihould arise, he w&s responsible with his life. He mounted guard at 

tJie ducal palace during an interregnum, auSi \)ot^ \.\\ft t^^-Sl <?x».w4axd. 

/^e^re the new Doge on his inauguration.— Am clot dc la Ilou»4a\jt?^ 
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6.— Page 83, line Sa 

Doge (aside). Saint Mark's shall strike that hour! 

The bells of San Marco were never ning but by order of the Doge. 
One of the pretexts for ringing this alarm was to have been an announce- 
ment of the appearance of a Genoese fleet off the Lagune. 

7.— Page 84, line 12. 

The Pozzi and the Piombi were in vain ; 

[The state dungeons, called Pozzi, or wells, were sunk in the thick 
walls of the palace ; and the prisoner, when taken out to die, was con< 
dacted across the gallery to the other side, and being tiien led back into 
the other compartment, or cell, upon the bridge, was there strangled. 
The low portal through which the criminal was taken into this cell is 
now walled up; but the passage is open, and is still known by the name 
of tlie Bridge of Sighs. — Hobhouse.J 

8.— Page 86, line 7. 

Near to the church where sleep my sires ; the same, 

["The Doges were all buried in St. Mark's before Faliero. It is 
singular that when his predecessor, Andrea Dandolo, died, the Ten 
made a law that all the future Doges should be buried with their 
families in their own churches— one would think, by a kind of pre- 
sentiment. So that all that is said of his ancestral Doges, as buried at 
St. John's and Paul's, is altered from the fact, they being in St. Mark's. 
Make a note of this, and put Editor as the subscription to it. As I 
make such pretensions to accuracy, I should not like to be twitted even 
with such trifles on that score. Of the play they may say what they 
please, but not so of my costume and dram. pers. — they having been real 
existences." — Byron Letters, Oct. 1820.] 

9.— Page 86, line 9. 

d gondola, with one oar only, wiU 

A gondola is not like a common boat, but is as easily rowed with one 
oar as with two (though, of coarse, not so swiftly), and often is so from 
motives of privacy j and, since the decay of Venice, of economy. 

10.— Pago 91, line 12. 

Doge. From the senate t 

[This scene is, perhaps, the finest in the whole play. The character 
of the calm, pure-spirited Angiolina is developed in it most admirably; 
— the great difference between her temper and that of her fiery husband 
is vividly portrayed ;— but not less vividly touched is that strong bond 
of their union which exists in the common nobleness of their deeper 
natures. There is no spark of jealousy in the old man's thoughts, — ho 
does not expect the fervours of youthful passion in his wifo^ nor d.<ve.^ 
he find them : but he finds what is far bettex— VXxft ^ft«t\fc^% <y3PQSAsRiRfc 'jR- 
one, who, being to the heart's core inuocfeXL\^c.«Q.w»s«^l'^*''^?'^^'^^- 
ill the existence of such a thing aa gvwll, ^\xQ^^VsLV^T'tfixv^vs^^ss3«»' 
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of parity, she has brought herself to regard without anger the insult 
offered to herself; and the yet uncorrected instinct of a noble heart 
makes her try to persuade her lord, as she is herself persuaded, that 
Steno, whatever be the sentence of his judges, rmist be punished — ^more 
even than they woiild wish him to be— by the secret suggestions of his 
own guilty conscience,— Lockhabt.] 

11.— Page 93, line 42. 

From v^rath eternal f 

I" Doth Heaven forgive her own? is there not Hell ?"— MS.] 

12.— Page 108, line 21. 

Nor dwindle to the thing I now must be, 

[" Nor dwindle to a cut-throat without shuddering."— MS.] 

13.— Page 109, line 16. 

Engaged in secret to the Signory, 

An historical fact. See Appendix, Note A. 

14.— Page 113, line 17. 

But all the sins of the old Spartan state 

I " But all the worst sins of the Spartan state."— MS.] 

16.— Page 117, line 1. 
Fought by my side, and Marc Comaro shared 

[« Fought by my side, and { f^^ gj™f/°j } shared."-MS.] 

16.— Page 117, line 2. 
My Oet,oese embassy : I sai'ed the life 

I" My { SSn trthfpl^ • } I »»«* *"» "'« " &C.-MSO 

17.— Page 117, line 13. 

0/ntanti n^roTi^e t'ven ye are ignorant 

[" Bear witness with me 1 ye wlio hoar and know, 
And feel ou j mutual mass of many MTongs."— MS.] 

18.— Page 119, line 15. 
Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey, 

["Nor turn aside to strike at such ^\',,irre\j(i\iV— ^'S*^ 
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19.— Page 121, line 5. 

Each stab to them will seem my suicide. 

[There Is a great deal of natural straggle in the breast of the high- 
bom and haughty Doge, between the resentment with which he hams 
on the one hand, and the reluctance with which he considers the mean- 
ness of the associates with whom he has leagued himself, on the other. 
The conspiring Doge is not, we think, meant to be ambitious for himself, 
but he is sternly, proudly, a Venetian noble ; and it is impossible for him 
to tear from his bosom the scorn for every thing plebeian which has 
been implanted there by birth, education, and a long life of princely 
command. There are other thoughts, too, and of a gentler kind, which 
cross from time to time his perturbed spirit. He remembers — he cannot 
entirely forget— the days and nights of old companionship, by which be 
had long been bound to those whose sentence he has consented to seal, 
lie has himself been declaiming against the folly of mercy, and arguing 
valiantly the necessity of total extirpatiun, — and that, too, in the teetli 
even of some of the plebeian conspirators themselves : yet the poet, with 
profound insight into the human heart, makes him shudder when his 
own impetuosity has brought himself, and all who hear him, to the 
brink. He cannot look upon the bloody resolution, no not even affcer he 
himself has been the chief instrument of its formation. — Lockhabt.1 



20.— Page 123. 

Scene I 

("The fourth act opens with the most poetical and brilliantly written 
scene in the play. Lioni, a young nobleman, returns home ftom a 
splendid assembly, and, opening his palace window for air. contrasts the 
tranquillity of the night scene which lies before him, with the feverish 
turbulence and glittering enchantments of that which he has just quitted. 
Nothing can be finer than this picture, in both its compartments. There 
is a truth and a luxuriance in the description of the rout, which mark at 
once the hand of a master, and raise it to a very high rank as a piece of 
poetical painting ;— while the moonlight view from the window Is equally 
grand and beautiful.— Jbffbbt.] 

21.— Page 129, line 11, 

On the accursed tyranny which rides 

[" On the accursed tyranny which faints "—MS.] 

82.— Page 132, Hne 17. 
Within our palace precincts at San Polo. 

The Doge's fietmily palace. 

23.— Page 136, line 14. 
The morn is dappling in the sl«'y. 
[''fhe night is dearing firom Uie tftyr— '»Sb^ 

VOL J. % 
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24.— Page 137, line 2. 
Where swings the suUen huge oracular bell, 

[« mere swings the suUen { SjJ/S^lSilr beU."-MS. ] 

26.— Page 187, line 19. 
They here ! — o7Z '» lost — yet vnll I make an effort, 

CJeffirey characterises the whole of the scene np to this point a4 
"noble and thrilling," and Lockhart says that there are few passages in 
English poetry superior to the soliloquy of the Doge.] 

26.— Page 187. 
Enter a Signor of the Nightf with Guards, &c &c. 

r"I Signoii di Notte" held an important charge in the old republic] 

27.— Page 137, line 40. 
That thtis you dare assume a lawless Jkinction f 

[" That thus you dare assume a brigand's power."— MS.] 

28.— Page 138, line 18. 

Or met some ur\foreseen and hideous obstacle 

[«0r met some unforeseen and fatal obstacle."— MS.] 

29.— Page 140, line 18. 
While Manliu's, who hurVd down the Gauls, was cast 

[" While Manlius, who hurl'd back the Gauls," Ac.— MS.] 

80.— Page 141. 
The Chief of the Ten, Benintende. 

[" In the notes to ' Marino Faliero,' it may be as well to say, that 
Benintende was not really of the Ten, but merely Grand Chancellor — a 
separate office, though an important one. It was an abitrary alteration 
of mine." — Byron Letters.^ 

31.— Page 143, line 34. 
0/ the red columns^ to/ieiv, on festal Thursday j 

/^Oiovedl gr&asOf" — "fat or greasy TLTaaT^«.Tj' — ^\&.0a. \ tassajA 
JUtemlijr translate in the text, was the day. 
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32.— Page 144, line 3. 
Guards ! let their mouths be gagged even in the act 
Historical fact See Sanuto, Avtesoix, Note (A). 

83.— Page 144, line 38. 

Cal. (spitting at liim). I die and scorn thee ! 

[" I know what Foscolo means, abont Calendaro's spitting at Bertram ; 
thaVs national— the objection, I mean. The Italians and French, with 
those ' flags of abomination' their pocket handkerchiefs, spit there, and 
here, and every where else— in your face almost, and therefore object to 
it on the stage as toofamiliar. But we who spit nowhere— but in a man's 
face when we grow savage— are not likely to feel this. Remember 
Massinger, and Kean's Sir Giles Overreach— 

* Lord I thus I spit at thee and at thy counsel ! ' " 

Lord B. Letters.1 

34.— Page 148, line 29. 

There were no other way /or tnith to overleap them, 

[" There were no other way for trutli to pierce them." — MS.] 

86.— Page 149, line 6. 

The torture to elicit the whole truth. 

ru TV* *^^„^ i for the exposure of the truth." 
C The torture I ^gljj5j^^g^^^lgtruth."-MS.] 

86.— Page 149, line 11. 

Officer. Noble Venetians I Duchess Faliero 

ru "M^M« t7->««M««- 1 i Doge Faliero's consort." 

[« Noble Venetians ! | ^^ ^^^^^^^ the DucheBs."-MS.] 

87.— Page 149, line 13. 

Ben. Say^ contcript fathers ^ shall she be admitted? 

The Venetian senate took the same title as the Roman, of " conscript 
fathers.'* 

88.— Page 149. 

The Duchess enters. 

[The drama, which has the merit, uncommon in modem performances, 
of embodying no episodical deformity whatever, now hurries in full career 
to its close. Every thing is despatched with the stem decision of a tyran- 
nical aristocracy. There is no hope of mercy on. a.u7 «\^ft,— ^«^S&\ss» 
petition,— nay, there is no wish for mercy. Even ttift^\ft\»VMic«v\s^'«^NK^ 
have too macb Venetian blood in them to \>ft «i\«Dk«t wa.TeA. "Jj^ ^™ 
approach, or A&akezi in the moment, of deft^*. wafli «i» ^^^ ^"^^ \)Q^'i^^«' 
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bears himself as becomes a warrior of sixtf years, and a deeply insulted 
prince. At the moment, however, which immediately precedes the 
pronouncing of the sentence, admission is asked and obtained by one 
from whom less of the Spartan firmness might have been exi)ected. This 
is Angiolina. She indeed hazards one fervent prayer to the unbending 
senate ; but she sees in a moment that it is in vain, and she recovers 
herself on the instant ; and, turning to her lord, who stands calm and 
collected at the foot of the council table, speaks words worthy of him and 
of her. Nothing can be more unexpected, or more beautiful, than the 
behaviour of the young patrician who interrupts their conversation.-^ 

LOCKHABT.] 

39.— Page 150, line 29. 

Ben. He hath already own'd to his own guilty 

[" He hath already granted his own guilt."— MS.] 

40.— Page 153, line 19. 

In soulf more than the living things o/ tombs. 

[The Duchess is formal and cold, without even that degree of love for 
her old husband which a child might have for her parent, or a pupil 
for her instructor. Even in this her longest and best si>eech, at the 
most touching moment of the catastrophe, she can moralise in a stndn 
of pedantry less natural to a woman than to any other person similarly 
circumstanced, on lions stung by gnats, Achilles, Helen, Lucretia, ihe 
siege of Clusium, Caligula, Caaba, and Persepolis I The lines are fine 
in themselves, indeed ; and if they had been spoken by Benintende as a 
funeral oration over the Duke's body, or still more, perhaps, if they had 
been spoken by the Duke's counsel on his trial, they would have been 
perfectly in place and character. But that is not the highest order of 
female intellect which is disposed to be long-winded in distress; nor 
does any one, either male or female, who is deeply affected, find time for 
wise saws and instances ancient and modem. — Hebeb.] 

41.— Page 157, line 7. 

A madness qf the heart shall seize upon thee ; 

[" A madness of the heart shall rise within."— MS.] 

42.— Page 159, line 1. 

With unimpaWd hut not a clamorous gnef 

t" With unimpair'd but not outrageous grief."— MS.] 

43.— Page 159, line 19. 
Doge. ' T is with age, then, 

k This was tie actual reply of 'Bail\\,m«ATO of Paris, to a Frenchman 

■ trJio made him the same reproach on \\i8 ^«l7 lo cMcvv\XR«^Va.\3iMk ^asUest 

■ part o/febeir revolution. I findlnTeaAingovw^aV^^Ji^wcK^^!^^ 

■ thiB tragedy), for the firBt time ^eae *\x7ww,"N«Dij»^fit«w!m^ i 
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similar reply on a different occasion by Renault, and other coincidences 
arising from the subject. I need hardly remind the gentlest reader, that 
such coincidences must be accidental, from the very facility of their 
detection by reference to so popular a play on the stage and in the closet 
ae Otway's chef-d'oeuvre. 

44.— Page 160, line 10. 

Doge. I speak to Time and to Etemitj/f 

[The last speech of the Doge is a grand prophetic rant; something 
■trained and elaborate— but eloquent and terrible.— Jbffbbt.] 

45.— Page 160, line 23. 

Who kindlest and who quenchest suns t~~Attest ! 

[" Who makest and destroyest suns 1 "—MS.] 

46.— Page 160, line 88. 

Who shall despise herlShe shall stoop to he 

Should the dramatic picture seem harsh, let the reader look to the 
historical, of the period prophesied, or rather of the few years preceding 
thati>eriod. Voltaire calculated their "nostre benemerite Meretrici" 
at 12,000 of regulars, trithout including volunteers and local militia, on 
what authority I know not; but it is, perhaps, the only part of the 
population not decreased. Venice once contained two hundred thousand 
inhabitants : there arc now about ninety thousand ; and thess ! I few 
individuals can conceive, and none could describe, the actual state into 
which the more than infernal tyranny of Austria has plunged this 
.unhappy city. From the present decay and degeneracy of Venice 
under the Barbarians, there are some honourable individual exceptions 
There is Pasqualigo, the last, and, alas 1 posthumous son of the marriage 
of the Doges with the Adriatic, who fought his frigate with far 
greater gallantry than any of his French coadjutors in the memorable 
action off Lissa. I came home in the squadron with the prizes in 1811, 
and recollect to have heard Sir William Hoste, and the other officers 
engaged ■ in that glorious conflict, speak in the highest terms of 
Pasqualigo's behaviour. There is the Abbate Morelli. There is Alvise 
Qnerini, who, after a long and honourable diplomatic career, finds some 
consolation for the wrongs of his country, in the pursuits of literature 
with his nephew, Vittor Benzon, the son of the celebrated beauty, the 
heroine of " La Biondina in Gondoletta." There are the patrician poet 
Morosini, and the Poet Lambei'ti, the author of the " Biondina," &c., and 
many other estimable productions ; and, not least in an Englishman's 
estimation, Madame Michelli, the translator of Shakspeare. There are 
the yoimg Dandolo and the improwisatore Carrer, and Giuseppe Albrlzzi, 
the accomplished son of an accomplished mother. There is Aglietti, 
and, were there nothing else, there is the immortality of Ganova. 
Cicognara, Mustoxithi, Bucati, &c. &c., I do not reckon, hecauea 1\na «\>ai 
is a Greek, and the others were bom al\fto.a\. ftilowxAx^iTcJX^^ c/5.^^\&j2«v, 
throughout Italy, constitutes, If not a /orevguei^ «A. Vt».^\ ^ «Xyo.'x>.^^v 
(Jbresti^re), 
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47.— Page 160, Une 41. 

Beggars for nobles, pandei'S for a people ! 

' lazars \ 

• lepers [■ for a people ! ' — MS] 
, wretches j 



[" Beggars for nobles, 



48.— Page 160, line 42. 

Then when the Hebrew 'a in thy palaces, 

The chief palaces on the Brenta now belong to the Jews ; who in the 
earlier times of the republic were only allowed to inhabit MestrL and not 
to enter the city of Venice. The whole commerce is in the hands of the 
Jews and Greeks, and the Huns form the garrison. 

49.— Page 161, line 28. 

But in its stead, coarse lusts of habitudCf 

[See Appendix, Note (C).] 

60.— Page 161, line 35. 

* Gainst which thou uHlt not strive, and dat'st not murmur, 

If the Doge's prophecy seem remarkable, look to the following, made 
by Alamanni two hundred and seventy years ago : — " There is one very 
singular prophecy concerning Venice : ' If thou dost not change,' it says 
to that proud republic, ' thy liberty, which is already on the wing, will 
not reckon a century more than the thousandth year.' If we carry back 
the epocha of Venetian freedom to the establishment of the government 
under which the republic flourished, we shall find that the date of the 
election of the first Doge is 697 ; and if we add one centiiry to a thonsand, 
that is, eleven hundred years, we shall find the sense of the prediction to 
be literally this: 'Thy liberty will not last till 1797.' Recollect that 
Venice ceased to be free in the year 1796, the fifth year of the French 
republic ; and you will perceive that there never was prediction more 
pointed, or more exactly followed by the event. You will, therefore, 
note as very remarkable the three lines of Alamanni addressed to 
Venice ; which, however, no one lias pointed out :— 

Se non cangi pensier, nn seed solo 
Non center^ sopra '1 millesimo anno 
Tua libertli, che va fuggendo a volo.* 

Many prophecies have passed for such, and many men have been called 
prophets for much less."— QiNauEsrC, Hist. Lit. de V Italic, t. ix. p. 144. 

51.— Page 161, line 39. 

Thou den of dj'unkards with the blood of princes.' 

Of the first fifty Doges, five abdicated— /ve were banished with their 

eyes put out— :/2v« were MASSAcnEO— and nine deposed ; so that nineteen 

oat of&ItyloBt the throne by violence, besides two who fell in battle : 

tbiB occurred long previous to the reign ol ^wAtvo YoWeto. ^yoa ^it \&a 

more immediate predecessors, Andrea D«kTiflio\o, ^\%^ qI N«^^"^QTi.. 
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Marino Faliero himself perished as related. Amongst his suooessors, 
Foscari, after seeing his son repeatedly tortured and banished, vas 
deposed, and died of breaking a blood-vessel, on hearing the bell of 
Saint Mark's toll for the election of his successor. Morosini was 
impeached for the loss of Candia ; but this was previous to his dukedom, 
during which he conquered the Morea, and was styled the Feloponncsian. 
Faliero might truly say, — 

"Thou den of drunkai*ds with the blood of princes! " 

52.— Page 161, line 40. 

Oehenna of the waters,' thou sea Sodom/ 

[<< Thou brothel of the waters ! thou sea Sodom ! "—MS.] 

63.-Page 163. 
Chi^fqf the Ten^ 
" Un Capo de' Died" are the words of Sanuto's Chronicle. 

64.— Page 163, line 4, 

Tfie gory head rolls down the Giants' Steps ! 

( [" The gory head is rolling down the steps I " 1 »g i 
I " The head is rolUng down the gory steps ! " / "°--' 



HEAVEN AND EARTH: 

A MYSTERY. 

FOTTVOED ON THE FOLLOWIKO PASSA6K IN 0BNBSI8, CHAP. VI. 

" And it cam* to past . . . that the sons of God saw the daughters of men that 
they were Mt; and they took theqi wives of all which they chose." 



" And woman wailing for her demon lorer."— Col>bid««. 



INTEODUCTION TO HEAVEN AND EAETH. 



The composition of " Cain " fixed Lord Byron's mind npon the early 
•cripture history, and in the following month (Octoher, 1821) a second 
subject from the same source suggested " Heaven and Earth." " En- 
closed/' he wrote to Mr. Murray, " is a lyrical drama. Ton will find it 
pious enough, I trust ; at least some of the chorus might haye been written 
by Stemhold and Hopkins themselves for that, and perhaps for melody. 
As it is longer, and more lyrical and Greek, than I intended at first, I 
have not divided it into acts, but called what I have sent Part I^ 
as there is a suspension of the action, which may either close there with- 
out impropriety, or be continued in a way that I have in view. I wish 
the first part to be published before the second, because if it don't succeed, 
it is better to stop there than to go on in a fruitless experiment." 
" Heaven and Earth " was revised by Mr. Gifford, and immediately 
printed, but remained unpublished till it appeared (1822) in the second 
number of " The Liberal." Though received with favour by the critics, 
and replete with the richest language, harmony, and feeling, its beauties, 
on the whole, were too severe to dazzle the meretricious minds of the public, 
and the poet was not encouraged to complete his plan. An attempt was 
made to set upon it the brand of profonity with very short-lived success. 
Japhet speaks of the ultimate redemption of the demons themselves, 
and there are one or two other questionable opinions, but the general 
sentiments and the entire tone are in the highest strain of sacred solem- 
nity. The verse from Genesis, on which the piece is founded, properly 
signifies that holy men (" The sons of God ") were beguiled by the beauty 
of unbelieving women ("the daughters of men") into corrupting 
marriages. The exploded notion that the "sons of God" were angels, 
is revolting to reverence ; yet the passion, lofty if unhallowed, of the 
seraphs and the earthly maidens, is represented here with such wonder- 
Ail refinement, and is made so entirely subservient to the terrible 
catastrophe which ensues, that the objection is scarcely felt. The 
obvious idea would have been to describe the thoughtless and un- 
measured riot of the world before the flood*, 1.0Ta."Byccm,T»^si<i"da.^«Kwa 
JUa picture the slareB of vulgar Ucenae, iMift aA,o)j\.%^ «. mw» Oaa&v^vA 
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original conception. He selects two sisters, Aholibamah and Anah— the 
first haughty and imperious, the second gentle and submissive, both 
beautiliil and winning, — and flings over their aspirations a sombre tint, 
which we feel from the outset will continue to deepen till it becomes 
their pall. The direct prophecies of the approaching deluge which 
succeed, breathe the grandeur of desolation ; and the lyrical chants, in 
which the larger portion is conveyed, are most musical and melancholy, 
though here and there the verse is out of tune and harsh. Japhel^ 
at the close, sinks below his lineage, and his repining for Anah amounts 
to rebellion; while Anah herself is gifted with a spirit so bright and 
lovely, so tender and devout, that she was fitter to hare found a reftige 
in the ark than a tomb in the wares. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 

ANGELS. 
Sauiasa. 

AZAZIEL. 

Raphael, the Archanqil, 

MEN. 
Noah and his Soxs. 
Ibad. 
Japhet. 

WOMEN. 
Anah. 
Aholibamah. 



Chorus of Spirits qf the Earth,--Choru8 qf Mortal*. 



HEAVEN AND EAETH. 



PAET I. 



Scene I. — A woody and mountainous district near Mount Ararat. 

Time, midnight. 

Enter Axah and Aholibamah. 

Andh. Our father sleeps : it is the hoxir when they 
Who love us are accustom'd to descend 
Througli the deep clouds o'er rocky Ararat : — 
How my heart beats ! 

Aho. Let us proceed upon 

Our invocation. 

Anah, But the stars are hidden. 

I tremble. 

Aho. So do I, but not with fear 

Of aught save their delay. 

AnaA. My sister, though 

I love Azaziel more than oh, too much ! 

What was I going to say? my heart grows impious. 

Aho. And where is the impiety of loving 
Celestial natures ? 

Anah. But, Aholibamah, 

I love our God less since his angel loved me : 
This cannot be of good ; and though I know not 
That I do wrong, 1 feel a thousand fears 
Which are not ominous of right. 

Aho. Then wed thee 

Unto some son of clay, and toil and s^m\ 
There 'a Japhet loves thee we\\,\ia.VJ[i\Qi^^^^'&^^^'^V- 
Marry, and bring forth dust \ 
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Anah. I should haye loved 

Azaziel not less were he mortal ; yet 
I am glad he is not. I cannot outlive him. 
And when I think that his immortal wings 
Will one day hover o'er the sepulchre 
Of the poor child of clay which so adored him, 
As he adores the Highest, death becomes 
Less terrible ; but yet I pity him : 
His grief will be of ages, or at least 
Mine would be such for him, were I the seraph, 
And he the perishable. 

Aho, Rather say, 

That ne will single foi*th some other daughter 
Of earth, and love her as he once loved Anah. 

Anah. And if it should be so, and she loved him, 
Better thus than that he should weep for me. 

Aho. If I thought thus of Samiasa's love. 
All seraph as he is, I 'd spurn him from me. 
But to our invocation ! — ^"T is the hour. 
Anah. Seraph ! 

From thy sphere ! 
Whatever star contain thy glory ; 
In the eternal depths of heaven 
Albeit thou watchest with " the seven," ' 
Though through space infinite and hoary 
Before thy bright wings worlds be driven, 
Yet hear ! 
Oh ! think of her who holds thee dear ! 

And though she nothing is to thee, 
Yet think that thou art all to her. 
Thou canst not toll, — and never be 
Such pangs decreed to aught save me, — 
The bitterness of tears. 
Eternity is in thine years. 
Unborn, undying beauty in thine eyes ; 
With me thou canst not sympathise. 
Except in love, and there thou must 
Acknowledge that more loving dust 
Ne'er wept beneath the skies. 
Thou walk'st thy many worlds, thou see'st 

The face of him who made thee great. 
As he hath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden!s ga^e ; 
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Yet, Seraph dear ! 
Oh hear ! 
For thou hast loved me, and I would not die ' 

Until I know what I must die in knowing; 
That thou forget'st in thine eternity 
Her whose heart death could not keep from 
o'erflowing 
For thee, immortal essence as thou art t 

Great is their love who love in sin and fear ; 
And such, I feel, are waging in my heart 
A war unworthy : to an Adamite 

Forgive, my Seraph ! that such thoughts appear. 
For sorrow is our element ; 
Delight 
An Eden kept afar from sight. 

Though sometimes with our visions blent. 
The hour is near 
Which tells me we are not abandon'd quite.— 
Appear ! Appear ! 
Seraph ! 
My own Azaziel ! be but here. 
And leave the stars to their own light. 
Aho, Samiasa ! 

Wheresoe'er 
Thoii rulest in the upper air — 
Or warring with the spirits who may daro 
Dispute with him 
Who made all empires, empire ; or recalling 
Some wandering star, which shoots through the abyss, 

Whose tenants dying, while their world is falling, 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this ; 
Or joining with the inferior cherubim, 
Thou deignest to partake their hymn — 
Samiasa ! 
I call thee, I await thee, and I lovo thee. 

Many may worship thee, that will I not : 
If that thy spirit down to mine may move thee. 
Descend and share my lot ! 
Though I be formed of clay 

And thou of beams 
More bright than those of day 

On Eden's streams, 
Thine immortality can not re^oj 
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With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
In me, which, though forbidden yet to Bhine, 
I feel was lighted at thy God's and thine. 
It may be hidden long : death and decay 

Our mother Eve bequeath'd us — but my heart 
Defies it : though this life must pass away, 
Is that a cause for thee and me to part ? 
Thou art immortal — so am I : I feel — 

I feel my immortality o'ersweep 
All pains, all tears, all fears, and peal, 

Like the eternal thundera of the deep. 
Into my ears this truth — " Thou Uv'st for ever 1 " 
But if it bo in joy 
I know not, nor would know ; 
That secret rests with the Almighty giver, 
Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and woe. 

But thee and me he never can destroy ; 
Change us he may, but not o'erwhelm ; we are 
Of as eternal essence, and must war 
With him if he will war with us : with t?iee 

I can share all things, even immortal sorrow ; 
For thou hast ventured to share life with me, 
And shall / shrink from thine eternity ? 

No ! though the serpent's sting shoiild pierce 
me thorough, 
And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil 
Around me still ! and I will smile. 
And curse thee not ; but hold 
Thee in as warm a fold 

As but descend, and prove 

A mortal's love 
For an immortal. If the skies contain 
More joy than thou canst give and take, remain I 
Andk. Sister ! sister ! I view them winging 
Their bright way through the parted night. 

A ho. The clouds from off then* pinions flinging, 
As though they bore to-morrow's light. 
Anctk. But if our father see the sight ! 
Aho. He woidd but deem it was the moon 
Rising imto some sorcerer's tune 
An hour too Boon. 
Ana^ Tbey come I he comes \ — A2»si©\ \ 
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Aho, Haste 

To meet them 1 Oh 1 for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there, 
To Samiasa's breast ! 

Aiuxh, Lo ! they have kindled all the west. 
Like a returning simset ; — ^lo ! 

On Ararat's late secret crest 
A mild and many-colour*d bow, 
The remnant of their flashing path, 
Now shines ! and now, behold ! it hath 
Returned to night, as rippling foam. 

Which the leviathan hath lash'd 
From his unfathomable home, 
When sporting on the face of the calm deep, 

Subsides soon after he again hath dashed 
Down, down, to where the ocean's fountains sleep.' 

Aho. They have touch'd earth I Samiasa ! 

Anah, My Azaziel ! 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
Enter Ibad and Japkei. 

Irad, Despond not : wherefore wilt thou wander thuB 
To add thy silence to the silent night. 
And lift thy teai*f ul eye unto the stars ? 
They cannot aid thee. 

Japh. But they soothe me — now 

Perhaps she looks upon them as I look. 
Methinks a being that is beautiful 
Becometh more so as it looks on beauty, 
The eternal beauty of undying things. 
Oh, Anah ! 

Irad, . But she loves thee not 

Ja/ph. Alas! 

Irad, And proud Aholibamah spurns me also. 

Japh, I feel for thee too. 

Irad, Let her keep her pride, 

Mine hath enabled me to bear her scorn : 
It may be, time too will avenge it. 

JapK Canst thou 

Find joy in such a thought ? 

Irad, Hor ioy laot ^tto^» 

VOL, I. ^ 



IW HEAVEN AND EAETfl. [^MtL 

I lovod hor well ; I would have loved her better. 
Hod love been met with love : as 't is, I leave her 
To brighter destinies, if so she deems them. 

Japh, What destinies ? 

Irad, I have some cause to think 

She loves another. 

Japh. Anah ! 

Irad, No ; her sister 

Japh. What other ? 

Irad. That I know not ; but her air, 

If not her words, tells me she loves another. 

Japh. A.J, but not Anah : she but loves her Gfod. 

Irad. Whate'er she loveth, so she loves thee not. 
What can it profit thee ? 

Japh, True, nothing ; but 

I love. 

Irad. And so did I. 

Japh. And now thou lov'st not, 

Or think'st thou lov'st not, art thou happier ? 

Irad, Yee. 

Japh, I pity thee. 

Irad. Me I why ? 

Japh, For being happy. 

Deprived of that which makes my misery. 

Irad. I take thy taimt as part of thy distemper, 
And would not feel as thou dost for more shekels 
Than all our father's herds would bring, if weigh'd 
Against the metal of the sons of Cain — 
The yellow dust they try to barter with us. 
As if such useless and discoloured trash. 
The refuse of the earth, could be received 
For milk, and wool, and flesh, and fruits, and all 
Our flocks and wilderness afford. — Go, Japhet, 
Sigh to the stars, as wolves howl to the moon— 
I must back to my rest. 

Japh. And so would I 

If I could rest. 

Irad. Thou wilt not to our tents then ? 

Japh. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose 
Mouth they say opens from the internal world, 
To let the inner spirits of the earth 
Forth when they walk its surface. 
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Irad, Wherefore bo ? 

What wouldst thou there ? 

Japh. Soothe further my sad spirit 

With gloom as sad : it is a hopeless spot, 
And I am hopeless. 

Irad, But 't is dangerous ; 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled it with terrors. 
I must go with thee. 

Japh, Irad, no ; believe me 

I feel no evil thought, and fear no evil. 

Irad. But evil things will be thy foe the more 
As not being of them : turn thy steps aside, 
Or let mine be with thine. 

Japh, No, neither, Irad ; 

I must proceed alone. 

Irad, Then peace be with thee I 

lExit Irad. 

Japh (solus). Peace ! I have sought it where it should 
be found, 
In love— with love, too, which perhaps deserved it ; 
And, in its stead, a heaviness of hearty 
A weakness of the spirit, listless days, 
And nights inexorable to sweet sleep, 
Have come upon me. Peace ! what peace 1 the calm 
Of desolation, and the stillness of 
The untrodden forest, only broken by 
The sweeping tempest through its groaning boughs ; 
Such is the sullen or the fitful state 
Of my mind overworn. The earth *s grown wicked, 
And many signs and portents have proclaim'd 
A change at hand, and an o'erwhehning doom 
To perishable beings. Oh, my Anah I 
When the dread hour denounced shall open wide 
The fountains of the deep, how mightest thou 
Have lain within this bosom, folded from 
The elements ; this bosom, which in vain 
Hath beat for thee, and then will beat more vainly, 

While tiiine Oh, God ! at least remit to her 

Thy wrath ! for she is pure amidst the failing 
As a star in the clouds, which cannot quench. 
Although they obscure it for an hour. My Anah t 
How would I have adored thee, but t\io\x"wovJ\As^TkS^.\ 
And BtUl wovdd I redeem thee — see tlieeU'VQ 



* . 
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When ocean is earth's grave, and, unopposed 
By rock or shallow, the leviatiian, 
Lord of the shoreless sea and watery world. 
Shall wonder at his boundlessness of realnu 

lExiiJAran. 



Enter NoAH and 

Noah. "VMiere is thy brother Japhet 1 

Skeni. ■ He went forth. 

According to his wont, to meet with Irad, 
He said ; but, as I fear, to bend his steps 
Towards Anah's tents, round which he hovers nightly. 
Like a dove round and round its pillaged nest ; 
Or else he walks the wild up to the cavern 
Which opens to the heart of Ararat. 

Noah, What doth he there ? It is an evil spot 
Upon an earth all evil ; for things worse 
Than even wicked men resort there : he 
Still loves this daughter of a fated race, 
Although he could not wed her if she loved him. 
And that she doth not. Oh, the unhappy hearts 
Of men ! that one of my blood, knowing well 
The destiny and evil of these days. 
And that the hour approacheth, should indulge 
In such forbidden yearnings ! Lead the way ; . 
He must be sought for ! 

Shem. Go not forward, father : 

I will seek Japhet. 

Noah. Do not fear for me : 

All evil things are powerless on the man 
Selected by Jehovali. — Let us on. 

Shem. To the tents of the father of the sisters ? 

Noah. No ; to the cavern of the Caucasus. 

lExeunt Noah and SinEx. 

SCENE IIL 

The mountains. — A cavei-n, and the rocks qf Caucasus. 

Japh. (solus). Ye wilds, that look eternal; and thou 
cave, 
Which seem'st unfathomable ; and ye moimtains. 
So varied and so terrible in beauty ; 
ffere, in your rugged majesty oi xo^ika 
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And toppling trees that twine their roots with Btone 

In perpendicular places, where the foot 

Of man would tremble, could he reach them — yes, 

Ye look eternal ! Yet, in a few days. 

Perhaps even hours, ye will be changed, rent, hurl'd 

Before the mass of waters ; and yon cave. 

Which seems to lead into a lower world, 

Shall have its depths search' d by the sweeping wave, 

And dolphins gambol in the lion's den ! 

And man Oh, men ! my fellow-beings ! Who 

Shall weep above your universal grave, 

Save 1 1 Who shall be left to weep ? My kinsmen, 

Alas ! what am I better than ye are, 

That I must live beyond ye ? Where shall be 

The pleasant places where I thought of Anah 

While I had hope ? or the more savage haunts. 

Scarce less beloved, where I despair'd for her ? 

And can it be ! — Shall yon exulting peak. 

Whose glittering top is like a distant star. 

Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep ? 

No more to have the morning sun break forth, 

And scatter back the mists in floating folds 

From its tremendous brow ? no more to have 

Day's broad orb drop behind its head at even, 

Leaving it with a crown of many hues ? 

No more to be the beacon of the world, 

For angels to alight on, as the spot 

Nearest the stars ? And can those words " no more* 

Be meant for thee, for all things, save for us. 

And the predestined creeping things reserved 

By my sire to Jehovah's bidding? May 

He preserve them, and / not have the power 

To snatch the loveliest of earth's daughters from 

A doom which even some serpent, with his mate. 

Shall 'scape to save his kind to be prolong'd. 

To hiss and sting thi'ough some emerging world, 

Becking and dank from out the slime, whose ooze 

Shall slumber o'er the wreck of this, until 

The salt morass subside into a sphere 

Beneath the sun, and be the monument. 

The sole and undistinguish'd sepulchre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How mu^li 

Breath will be etUl'd at once I All "beauXj^o^aa ^QftV.^\ 
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So yoiing, so mark'd out for destruction, I 
With a cloft heart look on thee day by day. 
And night by night, thy number*d days and nighta. 
I cannot save thee, cannot save even her 
Whose love had made me love thee more ; but M 
A portion of thy dust, I cannot think 
Upon thy coming doom without a feeling 
Such as— Oh Qod ! and canst thou — lJffepau9e$, 

A rushing sound from </<« cavern is heard, and shouts qf lamghter 
—({fterwards a Spirit passes. 

Japh, In tlie name 

Of the Most High, what art thou? 

Spirit (laugJu), Ha I ha ! ha I 

Japh. By all that earth holds holiest, speak ! 

Spirit (laugJul). Ha 1 ha I 

Japh. By the approaching deluge t by the earth 
Which will be strangled by the ocean ! by 
The deep which will lay open all her fountains I 
The heaven which will convert her clouds to seas;, 
And the Omnipotent who makes and crushes I 
Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct. 
Yet awful Thing of Shadows, speak to me I 
Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh 1 

Spirit. Why woep'st thou f 

Japh. For earth and all her children. 

Spirit. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

[Spirit vanishes, 

Japh, How the fiend mocks the tortures of a world. 
The coming desolation of an orb, 
On which the sun shall rise and warm no life I 
How the earth sleeps ! and all that in it is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death ! 
Why should they wake to meet it ? What are here. 
Which look like death in life, and speak like things 
Bom ere this dying world ? They come like clouds ! 

[Various Spirits pass Ji'om the cavern. 

Spirit. Rejoice I 

The abhorred race 
Which could not keep in Eden their high place, 

But listen'd to the voice 
Of knowledge without power, 
Are nigh the hour 
Of death 1 
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Not slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow, 

Nor years, nor heart-break, nor time's sapping motion. 
Shall they drop off. Behold their last to-morrow I 
Earth shall be ocean i 
And no breath, 
Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave ! 

Angels shall tu'e their wings, but find no spot : 
Not oven a rock from out the liquid grave 

Shall lift its point to save. 
Or show the place where strong Despair hath died, 
After long looking o'er the ocean wide 

For the expected ebb which cometh not : 
All shall be void, 
Destroyed ! 
Another element cSiall be the lord 

Of life, and the abhorr'd 
Children of dust be quench'd ; and of each hue 
Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue ; 
And of the variegated mountain 
Shall nought remain 
Unchanged, or of the level plain ,* 
Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain : 
All merged within the universal fountain, 
Man, earth, and fire, shall die, 
And sea and sky 
Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eye. 
Upon the foam 
Who shall erect a home? 
Ja'ph. (coming forward). My sire ! 
Earth's seed shall not expire ; 
Only the evil shall be put away 
From day. 
Avaimt I ye exulting demons of the waste ! 
Who howl your hideous joy 
When Gtod destroys whom you dare not destroy ; 
Hence ! haste ! 
Back to your inner caves I 
Until the waves 
Shall search you in your secret place. 
And drive yoxir sullen race 
Forth, to be roll'd upon the tossing winds, 
In restless wretchedness along all space I 
Spirit, Son of the saved \ 
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When thou and thine have braved 
The wide and warring element ; 
When the great barrier of the deep is rent. 
Shall thou and thine be good or happy I — No ! 
Thy now world and new race shall be of woe- 
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Less than the glorious giants, who 
Yet walk the world in pride, 
The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride. 
Thine shall be nothmg of the past, saye team 
And art thou not ashamed 

Thus to survive. 
And eat, and drink, and wive t 
With a base heart so for subdued and tamed. 
As even to hear this wide destruction named* 
Without such grief and courage, as should rather 

Bid thee await the world-dissolving wave. 
Than seek a shelter with thy favour'd father, 
And build thy city o'er the drown*d earth's grave ? 
Who would outlive their kind, 
Except the base and blind ? 
Mine 
Hateth thine 
As of a different order in the sphere, 
But not our own. 
There is not one who hath not left a throne 

Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here. 
Rather than see his mates endure alone. 

Go, wretch ! and give 
A life like thine to other wretches — ^live ! 
And when the annihilating waters roar 

Above what they have done, 
Envy the giant patriarchs then no more. 
And scorn thy sire as the surviving one ! 
Thyself for being his son I 

Chorus of Spirits issuing from the cavern. 

Rejoice I 

No more the human voice 

Shall vex our joys in middle air 

With prayer ; 

No more 

;Shall they adore ; 
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And we, who ne'er for ages have adored 

The prayer-exacting Lord, 
To whom the omission of a sacrifice 

Is vice ; 
We, we shall view the deep's salt sources pour'd 
Until one element shall do the work 
Of all in chaos ; until they, 
The creatures proud of their poor clay, 
Shall perish, and their bleached bones shaU lurk 

In caves, in dens, in clefts of mountains, where 
The deep shall follow to their latest lair ; 

Where even the brutes, in then* despair. 
Shall cease to prey on man and on each other. 

And the striped tiger shall lie down to die 
Beside the lamb, as though he were his brother; 
Till all things shall be as they were. 
Silent and uncreated, save the sky : 
While a brief truce 
Is made with Death, who shall forbear 
The little remnant of the past creation. 
To generate new nations for his use ; 
This remnant, floating o'er the undulation 
Of the subsiding deluge, from its slime. 
When the hot sun hath baked the reeking soil 
Into a world, shall give again to Time 
New beings— years, diseases, sorrow, crime— 
With all companionship of hate and toil. 

Until 

Jwpk. {inteirv^ting them). The eternal will 
Shall deign to expound this dream 
Of good and evil ; and redeem 

Unto himself all times, all things ; 
And, gather'd under his almighty wings, 
AboHsh hell ! 
And to the expiated Earth 
Restore the beauty of her birth. 

Her Eden in an endless paradise. 
Where man no more can fall as once he fell. 
And even the very demons shall do well ! 
Sphits. And when shall take effect this wondrous spell 1 
Japh. When the Redeemer cometh ; first in pain, 

And then in glory. 
Spirit. Meantime BtiU struggle in tlie mox^ Oasasi, 
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Till earih wax hoary ; 
War wiih yourselves, and hell, and heayeo, in Tain, 

Until the clouds look gory 
With the blood reeking from each batUe plain ; 
Xew times, new climes, new arts, new men ; but still, 
I'he same old tears, old crimes, and oldest ill, 
Shall be amongst your race in different forms ; 

But the same moral storms 
Shall oversweep the future, as the wayes 
In a few hours the glorious giants' grayes. * 

Chorus qf Spirits, 

Brethren, rejoice ! 
Mortal, farewell ! 
Hark ! hark 1 already we can hear the yoice 
Of growing ocean's gloomy swell ; 
The winds, too, plume their piercing wings ; 
The clouds have nearly fill'd their springs ; 
The fountains of the great deep shall be broken. 

And heaven set wide her windows ; '^ while mankind 
View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token — 
Still, as they were from the beginning, blind. 
We hear the sound they cannot hear. 
The mustering thunders of the threatening sphere ; 
Yet a few hours their coming is delay'd ; 
Their flashing banners, folded still on high. 

Yet imdisplay'd. 
Save to the Spirit's all-pervading eye. 
Howl ! howl 1 oh Earth ! 
Thy death is nearer than thy recent birth ; 
Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink below 

The ocean's overflow ! 
The wave shall break upon your cliffs ; and shells. 

The little shells, of ocean s least things be 
Deposed where now the eagle's offspring dwells— 

How shall he shriek o'er the remorseless sea I 
And call his nestlings up with fmitless yell, 
Unanswer'd, save by the encroaching swell ;— - 
While man shall long in vain for his broad wings, 

The wings which could not save ; — 
Where could he rest them, while the whole space brings 
Nought to his eye beyond the deep, his grave ? 
Brethxen, rejoice \ 
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And loudly lift each superhuman voice — 

All die, 
Save the slight remnant of Seth's seed — 

The seed of Seth, 
Exempt for future sorrow's sake from death. 
But of the sons of Caui 
None shall remain ; 
And all his goodly daughters 
Must lie beneath the desolating waters ; 
Or, floating upward, with their long hair laid 
Along the wave, the cruel heaven upbraid, 
"Which would not spare 
Beings even in death so fair. 
It is decreed. 
All die! 
And to the omiversal human cry 
The universal silence shall succeed 1 
Fly, brethren, fly I 
But still rejoice ! 
We fell ! 
They fall ! 
So perish all 
These petty foes of Heaven who shrink from hell ! 

[T/te Spirits disappear, soaring upwards, 
Japh, {solas). God hath proclaun'd the destiny of earth ; 
My father's ark of safety hath announced it ; 
The very demons shriek it from, their caves ; 
The scroll ^ of Enoch prophesied it long 
In silent books, which, in their silence, say 
More to the mind than thunder to the ear : 
And yet men listen'd not, nor listen ; but 
Walk darkling to their doom ; which, though so nigh, 
Shakes them no more in their dim disbelief. 
Than their last cries shall shake the Almighty purpose, 
Or deaf obedient ocean, which fulfils it. 
No sign yet hangs its banner in the air; 
The clouds are few, and of their wonted texture ; 
The sun will rise upon the earth's last day 
As on the fourth day of creation, when 
God said unto him, " Shine ! " and he broke forth 
Into the dawn, which lighted not the yet 
Unform'd forefather of mankind— \)\i\i xo\3fift^ 
Before the human orison the earUer 
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Made and far sweeter voices of the birdB, 

Which in the open firmament of heaven 

Have wings like angels, and like them salute 

Heaven first each day before the Adamites : 

Their matins now diuw nigh — ^the east is lrin«ning — 

And they will sing ! and day will break ! Both near, 

So near the awful close ! For these must drop 

Their outworn pinions on the deep ; and day. 

After the bright course of a few brief morrowaiy — 

Ay, day will rise ; but upon what ? — a chaos, 

>yhich was ere day ; and which, renewed, ma^es time 

Nothing ! for, without life, what arc the hours ? 

No more to dust than is eternity 

Unto Jehovah, who created both. 

Without him, even eternity would be 

A void : without man, time, as made for man, 

Dies with man, and is swallow'd in that deep 

Which has no fountain ; as his race will be 

Dovour'd by that which drowns his infant world. — 

What have we here ? Shapes of both earth and air ? 

No— oW of heaven, they are so beautiful. 

I cannot trace their features ; but their forms, 

How lovelily they move along the side 

Of the grey mountain, scattering its mist ! 

And after the swart savage spirits, whose 

Infernal immortality pour*d forth 

Their impious hymn of triumph, they shall be 

Welcome as Eden. It may be they come 

To tell me the reprieve of our young world. 

For which I have so often pray'd — They come ! 

Anah ! oh, Gbd I and with her 

Enter Samiasa, Azazibl, Akah, and Aholibakah. 

Anah, Japhet ! 

Sam, Lo I 

A son of Adam ! 

.42a. What doth the earth-bom hero, 

While all his race are slumbering ] 

Japh. Angel ! what 

Dost thou on earth when thou shouldst be on high ? 

Am, Know'st thou not, or forget'st thou, that a part 
Of our great function is to guaidtYune ©»art\i'^ 
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Japk. But all good angels have forsaken earth, 
Which is condemn'd ; nay, even the evil fly 
The approaching chaos. Anah ! Anah ! my 
In vain, and long, and still to be, beloved ! 
Why walk*st thou with this spirit, in those hours 
When no good spirit longer lights below ? 

Anah. Japhet, I cannot answer thee; yet, yet 
Forgive me 

Japh, May the Heaven, which soon no more 

Will pardon, do so ! for thou art greatly tempted. 

AJio. Back to thy tents, insulting son of Noah ! 
We know thee not. 

Japh. The hour may come when thou 

May*st know me better ; and thy sister know 
Me still the same which I have ever been. 

Sam, Son of the patriarch, who hath ever been 
Upright before his God, whate'er thy gifts. 
And thy words seem of sorrow, mix'd with wrath, 
How have Azaziel, or myself, brought on thee 
Wrong ? 

Japk, Wrong ! the greatest of all wrongs ; but thou 
Say'st well ; though she be dust, I did not, could not, 
Deserve her. Farewell, Anah ! I have said 
That word so often ! but now say it, ne*er 
To be repeated. Angel ! or whate'er 
Thou art, or must be soon, hast thou the power 
To save this beautiful — these beautiful 
Children of Cain? 

Aza. From what? 

Japh. And is it so. 

That ye too know not ? Angels ! angels ! ye 
Have shared man's sin, and, it may be, now must 
Partake his punishment; or, at the least. 
My sorrow. 

Sam, Sorrow ! I ne'er thought till now 

To hear an Adamite speak riddles to me. 

Japh, And hath not the Most High expounded them ? 
Then ye are lost, as they are lost. 

Ako. So be it ! 

If they love as they are loved, they will not shrink 
More to be mortal, than I would to dare 
An immortality of agonies 
With Samiaaa t 
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Anah, Sister ! sister ! speak not 

Thus. 

Aza. Fearest thou, my Anah? 

Anah, Tos, for thee : 

I would resign the greater remnant of 
This little life of mine, before one hour 
Of thiue eternity should know a pang. 

Jajyh. It is for him, then ! for tiie seraph thou 
Hast left me 1 That is nothing, if thou hast not 
Left thy God too ! for unions like to these. 
Between a mortal and an immortcJ, cannot 
Bo happy or be hallow'd. We are sent 
Upon the earth to toil and die; and they 
Are made to minister on high unto 
The Highest : but if he can save thee, soon 
The hour will come in which celestial aid 
Alone can do so. 

Anah. Ah ! he speaks of death. 

Sam. Of death tons/ and those who are with MB t 
But that the man seems fUll of sorrow, I 
Could smile. 

Japh. I grieve not for myself, nor fear; 

I am safe, not for my own deserts, but those 
Of a well-doing sire, who hath been foimd 
Bighteous enough to save his children. Would 
His power was greater of redemption ! or 
That by exchanging my own life for hers, 
Who could alone have made mine happy, she. 
The last and loveliest of Cain's race, could share 
The ark which shall receive a remnant of 
The seed of Seth ! 

Aho. And dost thou think that we. 

With Cain's, the eldest bom of Adam's, blood 
Warm in our veins, — strong Cain ! who was begotten 
In Paradise, — ^would mingle with Seth's children ? 
Seth, the last offspring of old Adam's dotage ? 
No, not to save all earth, were earth in penl ! 
Our race hath always dwelt apart from thine 
From the beginning, and shall do so ever. 

Japh. 1 did not speak to thee, Aholibamah ! 
Too much of the forefather whom thou vauntest 
Has come down in that haughty blood which springs 
livm Mm who abed the first, and \iisAi a\>xo\to^^\ 
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But thou, my Anah ! let me call thee mine, 
Albeit thou art not ; 't is a word I cannot 
Part with, although I must from thee. My Anah 1 
Thou who dost rather make me dream that Abel 
Had left a daughter, whose pure pious race 
Survived in thee, so much imlike thou art 
The rest of the stem Camites, save in beauty, 
For all of them are fairest in their favour— 

Aho. (irUerrv^ting him). And wouldst thou have her like 
our fathers foe 
In mind, in soul ? If / partook thy thought* 
And dream'd that aught of Abel was in her/ — 
Get thee hence, son of Noah ; thou makest strife. 

Japh. Offspring of Cain, thy father did so 1 

Aho, But 

He slew not Seth : and what hast thou to do 
With other deeds between his God and him 1 

Japh, Thou speakest well : his God hath judged him, and 
I had not named his deed, but that thyself 
Didst seem to glory in him, nor to shrink 
From what he had done. 

ATio, He was our father's father ; 
The eldest bom of man, the strongest, bravest. 
And most enduring : — Shall I blush for him 
From whom we had our being? Look upon 
Our race ; behold their stature and their beauty, 
Their courage, strength, and length of days 

Japh. They are numbered. 

Aho, Be it so ! but while yet their hours endure, 
I glory in my brethren and our fathers. . 

Japh. My sire and race but glory in their God, 
Anah ! and thou ? 

AnaJi. Whate'er our God decrees, 

The God of Seth as Cain, I must obey, >■ 

And will endeavour patiently to obey. 
But could I dare to pray in his dread hour : 
Of imiversal vengeance (if such should be), 
It would not be to live, alone exempt 
Of all my house. My sister ! oh, my sister I 
What were the world, or other worlds, or all 
The brightest future, without the sweet past — 
Thy love, my father's, all the life, and ».\\ 
Tie thinga which sprang up witYi m.e,\^<d >utift ^\»x^> 
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Making my dim existence radiant with 
Soft lights which were not mine ? Aholibamah 1 
Oh ! if there should be mercy — seek it, find it: 
I abhor death, because that thou must di& 

Aho. What, hath this dreamer, with his £Ekther*8 azk. 
The bugbear he hath built to scare the world. 
Shaken my sister ? Are vt not the loved 
Of seraphs ? and if we were not, must we 
Cling to a son of Noah for our lives ? 

Rather than thus But the enthusiast dreanui 

Tiie worst of dreams, the fantasies engendered 
By hopeless love and heated vigils. Who 
SJhall shake these solid mountains, this firm earth. 
And bid those clouds and waters take a shape 
Distmct from that which wo and all our sires 
Have seen them wear on their eternal way f 
AVho shall do this ? 

Japh, He whose one word produced them* 

Aho. Who luard that word ? 

Japh, The universe, which leap'd 

To life before ii Ah ! smilest thou still in scorn T 
Turn to thy seraphs : if they attest it not, 
They are none. 

Sam. Aholibamah, own thy God I 

Aho. I have ever hail'd our Maker, Samiasa, 
As thine, and mine : a God of love, not sorrow. 

Japh. Alas ! what else is love but sorrow ? Even 
He who made earth in love had soon to grieve 
Above its first and best inhabitants. 

Aho. 'Tis said so. 

JapK. It is even so. 



Enter Noah and Shem. 

Noah, Japhet! What 

Dost thou here with these children of the wicked ? 
Dread'st thou not to partake their coming doom T 

Japh. Father, it cannot be a sin to seek 
To save an earth-bom being ; and behold. 
Those are not of the sinful, since they have 
The fellowship of angels. 
AbaA. These ar g t"\iev , ^^:^«Q^» 

WJio leave the throne of God, to taike t\iem \iVj^ 
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From out the race of Cain ; the sons of heaven, 
Who seek earth's daughters for their beauty ? 

Aza. Patriarch ! 

Thou hafit said it. 

Nocih. Woe, woe, woe to such comnmnion ! 

Has not God made a barrier between earth 
And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind ? 

Sam. Was not man made in high Jehovah's imago ? 
Did God not love what he had made ? And what 
Do we but imitate and emulate 
His love unto created love ? 

Noah. I am 

But man, and was not made to judge mankind, 
Far less the sons of God ; but as our God 
Has deign'd to commune with me, and reveal 
^w judgments, I reply, that the descent 
Of seraphs from their everlasting seat 
Unto a perishable and perishing. 
Even on the very eve otpeiishing, world. 
Cannot be good. 

Aza, What ! though it were to save ? 

Nook, Not ye in all your glory can redeem 
What he who made you glorious hath condemned. 
Were your immortal mission safety, 't would 
Be general, not for two, though beautiful ; 
And beautiful they are, but not the less 
Condemn'd. 

Japk, Oh, father ! say it not. 

Noah. ^ Son I son ! 

If that thou wouldst avoid their doom, forget 
That they exist : they soon shall cease to be. 
While thou shalt be the sire of a new world. 
And better. 

Japk. Let me die with this, and them ! 

Noah. Thou 8h,ouldst for such a thought, but shalt not ; he 
Who can, redeems thee. 

Sam. And why him and thee, 

More than what he, thy son, prefers to both ? 

Noah. Ask him who made thee greater than myself 
And mine, but not less subject to his own 
Almightiness. And lo ! his mildest and 
Least to be tempted messenger appeox^ \ 

VOL. I. ^ 
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EuUr Raphael? the Jrehanfel, 

Rfiph, Spirita ! 

SVhose seat is near the throne. 
What do ye here ? 
If thns a seraph's duty to be shown, 
Now that the nour is near 
When earth must be alone ? 
Return! 
Adore and bum. 
In glorious homage with the elected ^ sereo." 
Your place is heaven. 
Ham, Raphael ! 

The first and fairest of the sons of God, 
How long hath this been law. 
That earth by angels must be left untrod ? 

Earth 1 which oft saw 
Jehovah's footsteps not disdain her sod ! 
The world he loved, and made 
For love ; and oft have wo obe/d 
His frequent mission with delighted pinions : 

Adoring him in his least works display'd ; 
Watching this youngest star of his dominions ; 
And, as the latest birth of his great word, 
Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord. 
Why is thy brow severe ? 
And wherefore spcak'st thou of destruction near f 
Raph, Had Samiasa and Azaziel been 
In their true place, with the angelic choir, 
Written in fire 
They would have seen 
Jehovah's late decree. 
And not enquired thoir Maker's breath of me : 
But ignoitincc must over be 
A part of sin ; 
And oven the spirits' knowledge shall grow less 

As tbey wax proud within ; 
For Blindness is the first-born of Excess. 

When all good angels left the world, ye stay'd, 
Stung with strange passions, and debased 
By mortal feelmgs for a mortal maid : 
But ye are pardon'd thus far, and re^lwi^d 
JVItb your pure equals. Hence \ «^aj \ ww«3 \ 
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Or stay, 
And lose eternity by that delay ! 
Aza, And thou ! if earth be thus forbidden 
In the decree 
To us until this moment hidden, 
Dost thou not err as we 
In being here ? 
Jtaph. 1 came to call ye back to your fit sphere, 
In the great name and at the word of Qod. 
Dear, deai'est in themselves, and scarce loss dear 

That which I came to do : till now we trod 
Together the eternal space ; together 

Let us still walk the stai*s. True, earth must die t 
Her race, retum'd into her womb, must wither, 
And much which she inherits : but oh ! why 
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroyed, 
Without involving ever some vast void 
In the immortal itinks ? immortal still 

In their immeasurable foi'feituro. 
Our brother Satan fell ; his burning will 
Rather than longer worship dared endure ! 
But ye who stUl are pure 1 
Seraphs ! less mighty than that mightiest ono. 

Think how he was undone ! 
And think if tempting man can compensate 
For heaven desired too late ? 
Long have I warred. 
Long must I war 
"With him who deem*d it hard 
To be created, and to acknowledge him 
Who midst the chei*ubim 

Made him as suns to a dependent star, 
Leaving the archangels at his right hand dim. 

I loved him — ^beautiful he was : oh, heaven ! 
Save his who made, what beauty and what power 
Was ever like to Satan's ! Would the hour 
In which he fell could ever be foi'given 1 
The wish is impious : but, oh ye ! 
Yet undestro/d, be wam'd 1 Eternity 

With him, or with his Qod, is in your choice : 
He hath not tempted you ; he cannot tem^t 
The angeh, from his further snares 6x010:^^1*. 
But man bath liatea'd to Ms Toice, 
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And yo to woman's — beautiful she is. 
The serpent's yoice less subtle than her kiss. 
The sni^e but vanquish'd dust ; but she will draw 
A second host &om heaven, to break heaven's law. 
Yet, yet, oh fly ! 
Te cannot die ; 
But they 
Shall pass away. 
While ye shall fill with shrieks the upper sky 

For perishable clay. 
Whose memory in your immortality 

Shall long outlast the sun which gave them day. 
Think how your essence differeth from theirs 
In all but suffering ! why partake 
The agony to which they must be heirs — 
Bom to bo plough'd with years, and sown with careB, 

And reap'd by Death, lord of the human soil ? 
Even had their days been left to toil their path 
Through time to dust, imshorten'd by God's wrath. 
Still they are Evil's prey and Sorrow's spoU. 
Aho, Let them fly ! 

I hear the voice which says that all must die. 
Sooner than our white-bearded patriarchs died ; 
And that on high 
An ocean is prepared, 
While from below 
The deep shall rise to meet heaven's overflow. 

Few shall be spared, 
It seems ; and, of that few, the race of Cain 
Must lift their eyes to Adam's God in vain. 
Sister ! since it is so, 
And the eternal Lord 
In vain would be implored 
For the remission of one hour of woe. 
Lot us resign even what we have adored. 
And meet the wave, as we would meet the sword, 

If not unmoved, yet undismay'd. 
And wailing less for us than those who shall 
Survive in mortal or immortal thrall. 

And, when the fatal waters are allay'd, 
Weep for the myriads who can "weep no more. 
My, seraphs I to your own. etem«X a^iote, 
Where winds nor liowl uor watexa xo«r» 
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Our portion is to die, 
And yours to live for ever : 
But which is best, a dead eternity, 
Or living, is but known to the great Giver. 
Obey him, as we shall obey ; 
I would not keep this life of mine in clay 
An hour beyond his will ; 
Nor see ye lose a portion of his grace, 
For all the mercy which Seth's race 
Find still. 
Fly!^ 
And as your pinions bear ye back to heaven, 
Think that my love still mounts with thee on high, 

Samiasa ! 
And if I look up with a tearless eye, 
'T is that an angel's bride disdains to weep, — 
Farewell 1 Now rise, inexorable deep ! 
Anah, And must we die ? 

And must I lose thee too, 
Azaziel ? 
Oh, my heart ! my heart 1 

Thy prophecies were tnio ! 
And yet thou wert so happy too ! 
The blow, though not unlook'd for, falls as new : 
But yet depart ! 
Ah ! why ? 
Yet let me not retain thee — fly ! 
My pangs can be but brief; but tluue would be 
Eternal, if repulsed from heaven for me. 
Too much already hast thou deign'd 
To one of Adam's race ! 
Our doom is sorrow : not to us alone. 

But to the spirits who have not disdain'd 
To love us, cometh anguish with disgrace. 
The first who taught us knowledge hath been hurl'd 
From his once archangelic throne 
Into some unknown world : 
Aud thou, Azaziel ! No — 
Thou shalt not suflfer woe 
For me. Away ! nor weep ! 
Thou canst not weep ; but yet 
Maj'st suifer more, not weeping *. tXicviioT^Ot 
Her, whom the surges of the a\l-Btxa.\i^ii^ ^^«^ 
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Can bring no pang like this. Fly ! fly ! 
Being gone, 't will be less difficult to die. 
Japh, Oh say not so ! 

Father ! and thou, archangel, thou ! 
Surely celestial mercy lurks below 
That pure severe serenity of brow : 

Let them not meet this sea without a shore, 
Save in our ark, or let me be no more I 
Noah. Peace, child of passion, peace ! 
If not within thy heaii;, yet with thy tongue 

Do God no wrong ! 
Live as he wills it—die, when he ordains, 
A righteous death, unlike the seed of Cain's. 

Cease, or be sorrowful in silence ; cease 
To weary Heaven's ear with thy selfish plaint. 
Wouldst thou have God commit a sin for thee ? 
Such would it be 
To alter his intent 
For a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man I 
And bear what Adam's race must bear, and can. 
Japh. Ay, father ! but when they are gone, 
And we are all alone, 
Floating upon the azure desert, and. 
The depth beneath us hides our own dear land, 
And dearer, silent friends and brethren, all 
Buried in its immeasurable breast. 
Who, who, our tears, our skrieks, shall then command ? 
Can we in desolation's peace have rest ? 
Oh God ! be thou a God, and spare 
Yet while 't is time 1 
Renew not Adam's fall : 
Mankind were then but twain. 
But they are numerous now as aro the waves 

And the tremendous rain, 
Whose drops shall be less thick than would their graves. 
Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain. 
Noah, Silence, vain boy ! each word of thino *s a crime. " 
Angel ! forgive this stripling's fond despair. 

Raph. Seraphs ! these mortals speak in passion : Ye 1 
Who are, or should be, passionless and pure, 
May now return with me. 
Sam. It may "no\. \>^ \ 

We bare chosen, and will endure. 
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Rajph Say'sttliou? 

Aza, He hath said it, and I say, Amen 1 

Baph, Again ! 
Then from this hour, 
Shorn as ye are of all celestial power, 
And aliens from your God, 
Farewell ! 
Japlu Alas ! where shall they dwell ? 

Hark, hark ! Deep sounds, and deeper still, 
Are howling from the mountain's bosom : 
There 's not a breath of wind upon the hill, 

Tet quivers every leaf, and cUrops each blossom : 
Earth groans as if beneath a heavy load. 
Nocbli. Hark, hark ! the sea-birds cry ! 
In clouds they overspread the lurid sky, 
And hover round the mountain, where before 
Never a white wing, wetted by the wave, 

Yet dared to soar, 
Even when the waters wax'd too fierce to brave. 
Soon it shall be their only shore, 
And then, no more ! 
Japk, The sun ! the sun ! 

He riseth, but his better light is gone ; 
And a black circle, bound 
His glaring disk around, 
Proclaims earth's last of summer days hath shone ! 

The clouds return into the hues of night. 
Save where their brazen-coloured edges striak 
The verge where brighter moms were wont to break. 

Noah, And lo ! yon flash of light. 
The distant thunder's harbinger, appears ! 

It Cometh ! hence, away ! 
Leave to the elements their evil prey ! 
Hence to where our all-hallowed ark uprears 
Its safe and wreckless sides ! 
Japh Oh, father, stay 1 
Leave not my Anah to the swallowing tides ! 
Noah, Must we not leave all life to such ? Begone I 
Japh, Not I. 

Noah, Then die 

With them ! 
How darest thou look on that pro"5\ieV.\fi ^Vj, 
And seek to save what all tilings nOYf coiiafira^ 
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In overwhelming unison 

With just Jehovah's wrath ! 

Jajik. Can rage and justice join in the same path ? 

Nook. Blasphemer ! darest thou murmur even now ! 

Raph. Patriarch, be still a father ! smooth thy brow : 
Tliy son, despite his folly, shall not sink : 
He knows not what he says, yet shall not drink 

With sobs the salt foam of the swelling waters ; 
But be, when passion pajsseth, good as thou, 

Nor perish like heaven's children with man's daughters. 

Aho. The tempest cometh ; heaven and earth unite 
For the annihilation of all life. 
Unequal is the strife 
Between our strength and the Eternal Might ! 

Sam, But ours is with thee ; we will bear ye far 

To some untroubled star. 
Where thou and Anah shalt partake our lot : 

And if thou dost not weep for thy lost earth, 
Our forfeit heaven shall also be forgot. 

Anah, Oh ! my dear father's tents, my place of birth, 
And mountains, land, and woods ! when ye are not, 
Who shall dry up my tears? 

Aza. Thy spirit-lord. 

Fear not ; though we are shut from heaven, 
Yet much is ours, whence we can not be dnven. 

Raph. Rebel 1 thy words are wicked, as thy deeds 
Shall henceforth be but weak : the flaming sword, 
Which chased the fii'st-born out of Paradise, 
Still flashes in the angelic hands. 

Aza, It cannot slay us : threaten dust with death. 
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds. 
What are thy swords in our immortal eyes ? 

Baph. The moment cometh to approve thy strength ; 
And learn at length 
How vain to war with what thy God commands : 
Thy former force was in thy faith. 

Enter Mortals^ flying for refuge. 
Chorus of Mortals. 

The heavens and earth are mingling — God ! oh God ! 
tVhat have we done ? Yet spare \ 
Bark ! even the forest beasts biowl ioxl\i VXieuc ^ic«s«t\ 
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The dragon crawls from out his den, 

To herd, in terror, innocent with men ; 
And the birds scream their agony through air. 
Yet, yet, Jehovah ! yet withdraw thy rod 
Of wrath, and pity thine own world's despair ! 
Hear not man only but all nature plead ! 

Saph. Farewell, thou earth ! ye wretched sons of clay, 
I cannot, must not, aid you. *T is decreed ! 

[Exit Raphael. 

Japh. Some clouds sweep on as vultures for their prey, 
While others, fix'd as rocks, await the word 
At which their wrathful vials shall be pour'd. 
No azure more shall robe the firmament, 

Nor spangled stars be glorious : Death hath risen : 
In the sun's place a pale and ghastly glare 
Hath wound itself around the dying air.^ 

Aza, Come, Anah ! quit this chaos-founded prison, 

To which the elements again repair, 

To turn it into what it was : beneath 

The shelter of these wings thou shalt be safe, 

As was the eagle's nestling once within 

Its mother's. — Let the coming chaos chafe 

With all its elements ! Heed not their din ! 

A brighter world than this, where thou shalt breathe 

Ethereal life, will we explore : 

These darken'd clouds are not the only skies. 

[AzAZiEL and Samiasa fly off, and disappear with Anah and 
Aholibahah. 

JapK They are gone ! They have disappear'd amidst the 
roar 
Of the forsaken world ; and never more, 
Whether they live, or die with all earth's life, 
Now near its last, can aught restore 
Anah unto these eyes. 

Chonis of Mortals. 

Oh son of Noah ! mercy on thy kind ! 
What ! wilt thou leave us all— -all — all behind 1 
While safe amidst the elemental strife, 
Thou sitt'st within thy guarded ark ? 
A Mother (offering her infant to JashetY Ok V^i KSk^a OdiA 
emhsLrk I 
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I brought him forth in woe, 
But thought it joy 
To see him to my bosom clinging so. 
Why was he bom ? 
What hath he done — 
My unwean'd son — 
To move Jehovah's wrath or scorn 1 
What is there in this milk of mine, that death 
Should stir all heaven and earth up to destroy 
My boy, 
And roll the waters o'er his placid breath ? 
Save him, thou seed of Seth 1 
Or cursed be — ^with him who made 
Thee and thy race, for which we are betray'd ! 
Japh, Peace ! 't is uo hour for curses, but for prayer ! 

Cho'us qf Mortals. 

For prayer ! ! ! 
And where 
Shall pi'ayer ascend. 
When the swoln clouds unto the moimtaius bend 

And burst. 
And gushing oceans every barrier rend. 
Until the very deserts know no thirst 1 
Accursed 
Be he who made thee and thy sire ! 
We deem our curses vain; we must expire ; 

But as we know the worst, 
Why should our hymn be i-aiaed, our knees be bent 
Before the implacable Omnipotent, 
Since we must fall the same ? 
If he hath made earth, let it be his shame. 

To make a world for torture. — Lo ! they come. 
The loathsome waters, in their rage ! 

And with their roar make wholesome nature dumb ! 
The forests' trees (coeval with the hour 
When Paradise upsprung, 

Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her dower, 
Or Adam his first hymn of slavery sung). 
So massy, vast, yet green in their old age, 
Are overtopped, 
Their Bummer blossoms by tKe BMtgea\o^v'^i 
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Which rise, and rise, and rise. 

Vainly we look up to the lowering skies — 

They meet the seas. 
And shut out God from our beseeching eyes. 
Fly, son of Noah, fly ! and take thine ease, 
In thine allotted ocean-tent ; 
And view, all floating o'er the element, 
The corpses of the world of thy young days : 
Then to Jehovah raise 
Thy song of praise ! 
A Mortal, Blessed are the dead 
Who die in the Lord ! 
And though the waters be o'er earth outspread, 
Yet, as his word. 
Be the decree adored ! 
He gave me life — he taketh but 
The breath which is his own : 
And though these eyes should be for ever shut. 
Nor longer this weak voice before his throne 
Be heard in supplicating tone, 

Still blessed be the Lord, 
For what is past. 
For that which is : 
For all are his. 
From first to last — 
Time, space, eternity, life, death — 

The vast known and immeasurable unknown. 
He made, and can unmake ; 

And shall /, for a little gasp of breath. 
Blaspheme and groan ? 

No ; let me die, as I have lived, in faith, 
Nor quiver, though the universe may quake ! 

Chorus of Mortals. 

Where shall we fly ? 
Not to the mountains high ; 
For now their torrents rush, with double roar, 
To meet the ocean, which, advancing still. 
Already grasps each drowning hill. 
Nor leaves an unsearch'd cave. 
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Enter a Woman. 

Woman, Oli, save me, save ! 
Our valley is no more : 

My father and my father's tent, 
My brethren and my brethren's herds, 

The pleasant trees that o'er our noonday bent, 
And sent forth evening songs from sweetest birds. 
The little rivulet which freshen'd all 
Our pastures green. 
No more are to be seen. 
When to the mountain cliff I climb'd this mom, 

I tum'd to bless the spot. 
And not a leaf appear'd about to fall ; — 

And now they are not ! — 
Why was I born ? 

JapK To die ! in youth to die t 

And happier in that doom, 
Than to behold the universal tomb, 

Which I 
Am thus condemn'd to weep above in vain. 
Why, when all perish, why must I remain ? 

\ The watei's Hse ; Men fly in every direction; many -are 
overtaken by the waves; the Chorus of Mortals disperses in 
search of safety up the mountains : Japhet remains upon a 
rock, while the Ark floats towards him in the distance. 
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1.— Pago 189. 
Heaven and Earth. 

[This poem carries with it the peculiar impress of the writer's genius 
It displays great vigour, and even a severity of style, throughout; 
which is another proof, if proof were needed, that elevation of writing is 
to be obtained only by a rigid regard to simplicity. Lord Byron has 
evidently endeavoured to sustain the interest of this poem, by depicting 
natural but deep drawn thoughts, in all their freshness and intensity, 
with as little fictitious aid as possible. Nothing is circumlocutory: 
there is no going about and about to enter at length upon his object, but 
he impetuously rushes into it at once. All over the poem there is a 
gloom cast suitable to the subject : an ominous fearful hue, like that 
which Ponssin has flung over bis inimitable picture of the Deluge. 
We see much evil, but we dread more. All is out of earthly keeping, 
as the events of the time are out of the course of nature. That it has 
faults is obvious : prosaic passages, and too much tedious soliloquising : 
but there is much of the sublime in description, and the beautiful in 
poetry, and while true poetical feeling exists amongst us, it will be 
pronounced not unworthy of its distinguished author.— Campbell. 

It appears that this is but the first part of a poem ; but it is likewise 
a poem, and a fijie one too, within itself. We confess that we see little 
or nothing objectionable in it, either as to theological orthodoxy,- or 
general himian feeling. It is solemn, lofty, fearful, wild, tumultuous, 
and shadowed all over with the darkness of a dreadful disaster. Of the 
angels who love the daughters of men we see little, and know less — and 
not too much of the love and passion of the fair lost mortals. The 
inconsolable despair preceding and accompanying an incomprehensible 
catastrophe, pervades the whole composition; and its expression is 
made sublime by the noble strain of poetry in which it is said or 
sung.— Wilson.] 

2.— Page 190, line 24. 

-• Albeit thou tcatchest with " the Seven" 

The archan^el^ said to be seyen Ixx ix\iQi\)^T, viA V) owcw^i ^'^^■^gcJQa- 
rank in the celestial hierarchy. j 
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3.— Page 193, line 16. 

Down, down, to where the ocean^s fountains sleep, 

[Lord Byron here takes a wide career, and is sometitaes obscure and 
confused : but the flashes of fire continually break through, and illumine 
the clouds of smoke and vapour. The extravagance is dictated bv 
pastdon. His muse, even in her riddles and digressions, has a sybil- 
like, prophetic fury.— Jeffrey.] 

4.— Page 202, line 10. 

In a few hours the glorious giants^ graves, 

" And there were giants in the earth in those days, and after, mighty 
men, which were of old, men of renown." — Genesis, 

5.— Page 202, line 18. 

And heaven set wide her windows ; while mankind 

" The same day were all the fountains of the great deep broken up, 
and the windows of heaven were opened."^/6id. 

6.— Page 203, line 27. 

The scroll of Enoch prophesied it long 

The book of Enoch, preserved by the Ethiopians, is said by them to 
be anterior to the flood. 

7.— Page 210, 

Enter Raphael the Archangel. 

[In the original MS. " Michael."—" I return you," says Lord Byron to 
Mr. Murray, " the revise. I have softened the part to which Gifford 
objected, and changed the name of Michael to Raphael, who was an angel 
of gentler sympathies."— ^y/*o« LetterSf July 6, 1822.] 

8.— Page 217, line 16. 

Hath wound itself around the dying air. 

[In his description of the deluge, which is a varied and recurring 
master-piece, — (we hear it foretold, and we see it come,) — Lord Byron 
appears to us to have had an eye to Poussin's celebrated picture, with the 
sky hanging like a weight of lead upon the waters, the sun quenched 
and lurid, the rocks and trees upon them gloomily watching their 
fate, and a few figures struggling vainly with the overwhelming 
waves.— Jkpfeky.] 



SAEDAXAPALUS : 

A TRAaEDT. 



TO 

THE ILLUSTEIOUS GOETHE 

A BTBAMOKB 

PBESUMSS TO OFFEB THE HOHAOB 

or A LITKBABT VASSAL TO HIS LISGB LOBD^ 

THK PIBST OP EXISTING WBITSBS, 

WHO HAS CBEATED 

THE LITEBA.TtJBB OF HIS OWN COUNTBY, 

AND ILLUSTBATED THAT OP EUBOPE. 

THE UNWOETHY PBODUOTION 
WHICH THE AUTHOB VENTUBES TO INSCBIBB TO HIK 

Is Sntitlelr. 
SARDANAPALUS* 



• ["Well knowlnfc myself and my labours, In my old ape, I could not but 
reflect with (gratitude and diffidence on the expressions contained in this 
dedication, nor interpret them but as the generous tribute of a superior 
genius, no less original in the choice than inexhaustible in the materials of 
nis subjects."— GoBTHB.] 



PEEFACE. 



In publishing the following Tmgedies* I have onlj to 
repeat, that they were not composed with the most remote 
view to the stage. On the attempt made by the managers 
in a former instance, the public opinion has been already 
expressed. With regard to my own private fecluigs, as it 
seems that they are to stand for notliing, I shall say nothing. 

For the historical foundation of the following compositions 
the reader is referred to the Notes. 

The Author has in one instance attempted to preserve, 
and in the other to approach, the " unities ;" conceiving that 
with any very distant departure from them, there may be 
poetry, but can be no drama. He is aware of the unpopu- 
larity of this notion in present English literatul'e ; but it is 
not a system of his own, being merely an opinion, which, 
not very long ago, was the law of literature throughout the 
world, and is still so in the more civilised parts of it. But 
*' nous avons changd tout cela," and are reaping the advan- 
tages of the change. The writer is far from conceiving that 
any thing he can adduce by personal precept or example can 
at all approach his regular, or even irregular predeccssora : 
he is merely giving a reason why he preferred the more 
regular formation of a structure, however feeble, to an entire 
abandonment of all rules whatsoever. Where he has failed, 
the failure is in the architect, — and not in the art. 

♦ C" Sardanap/iliw " ori.ginally appcaveOi \u Wv<i ^?cvA<i Nv^vccftRk V>!G». 
" The Two Foscari " and " Cain."] 

VOL. /. '^ 



INTEODUCTION TO SARDANAPALUS. 

— ♦ — 

The story of " Sardanapalns " was known to Lord Byron when he was 
twelve rears old, and he had hccn meditating a poem on it for seven 
years hefbre he commenced liis tragedy. He sketched the outline on 
the 13th of January 1821, and composed the two first acts very slowly, 
and at intervals. He then cast aside his painstaking caution, and, 
tnisting to the breathless fervour of his genius, wrote the three last acts 
between the 13th and 27th of May. With him it was almost essential 
to excellence that he should give full rein to his " fiery Fcgasns ; " and it 
is at the third act when he had ceased to move with a wary step, that 
the real power of the piece begins. The unities continued, in his own 
phrase, to be his "great object of research." "It is writ," he said, 
"according to Aristotle,— all, save the chorus— I could not reconcile me 
to tliat." The object, on the other hand, that he most endeavoured to 
avoid, was every species of fitness for the stage. Neither his predi- 
lection for the unities, nor his antipathy for the stage, was favourable 
to dramatic power ; but genius clears the barriers which it places in its 
own path, and " Sardauapalus " has much of that variety of imper- 
sonation, of that movement of action and dialogue, which are thought 
essential to the perfection of this department of poetry. He expressed 
a hope, in July, that it would not be mistaken for a political play. The 
revelries of the Assyrian monarch, and his neglect of his wife for a 
mistress, admitted, no doubt, of an easy application to Geoi*ge IV., but 
in reality, the allusious, which were not historical, belonged nearer 
home. On the first developcment of the plan Lord Byron records, that 
the Countess of Guiccioli had quarrelled with his declaration that love 
was not the loftiest theme for a tragedy, and adds, that he must give it 
nioro prominence than ho designed, lie fulfilled this purpose by 
fthadowing out in Myrrlia the relation in M-hich the Countess stood to 
himself. Nor could any one fail to detect in the tender scene between 
Sardauapalus and Zarina, that the poet's thoughts were upon Lady 
Byron and her child. Bishop Hcbcr rcmarkctd, that the remorse of 
SardanapaJus for Ina inlideUty to VAs vrVitek "««.* ^<\*v In keeping with 
JEastem polygamy or the scrupled oi M.yTT\\a. "wVCa. >iJrA QiXfeOt\awc«\i^ vJL 
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the period, when to be the creature of the captor's pleasure, had no 
suspicion of infamy. To this prevalence in Lord Byron of private 
feeling over historic consistency we are indebted for many of the beauties 
of the piece. The delineation of Sardanapalus himself was thought 
highly successful. " lie is almost," wrote the poet, " a comic character, 
hut for that matter so is Richard III. I have made him brave (though 
voluptuous as history represents him), and also as amiable as my poor 
powers could render him." The festive and luxurious disposition of 
Sardanapalus is, in fact, so skilfully relieved by courage and benignitYi 
by epicurean sophistry and well directed sarcasm, that he always extorts 
our interest, and sometimes our admiration. The play appeared in 
December, 1821, and obtained such success that the approbation of the 
professional critics was only the echo of the public applause. The 
verse has the defects of " Marino Faliero ; " the story, the characters, and 
the dialogue were all considered superior. But we doubt, nevertheless. 
The most impassioned passages of the present drama appear cold and 
constrained in comparison with the impatient indignation of the Doge, 
and the greater brilliancy of that central star more than atones, in our 
estimation, for the inferior splendour of the attendant satellites, 
contrasted with those which revolve round the Assyrian monarch. 



DRAMATIS TEliSONJE. 
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I 

MEN. 
Sardaxapalus, King nf Nineveh and JssyHOf SfC, 
Arbacks, the Mcde nho aspired to the Throne. 
Bkleses, a Chaldean and Soothsayer. 
Salemexes, tlie Kitufs Brother-in-Law. 
Altada, an Assyrian Officer of the Palace, 

I'ANIA. 

Zames. 
Sfrko. 
Bat.ea. 

WOMEN. 

Zarina, the Queen. 

MvERnAi an Ionian female Slave, and the Favourite of 
Sardakapalus. 

Women composing the Harem o/'Sardanapalus, Guards , 
Attendants, Chaldean Priests, Medes, ^c. ^'C. 

Scene.— A Hall in the Royal Palace of Nineveh. 



I u this trasrody it li as been my intention to follow the account of Diodonit 
Siculus; redurinK it, however, to rach dramatic refj^ilarity as 1 bcRt coold, 
nrd tryinfc to approach the unities. I therefore suppose the rebellion to 
evplode and succeed in one day by a sudden conspiracy, Instead of the 
loHK war of the history. ["The scene," he says in a letter, " passes in the 
same hall always ; the time a summer's ni^ht, about nine hours or less; 
though it begins befbre sunset and ends aAer sunrise."] 
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ACT 1.2 

SCEXB J.— A Hall in the Palace, 

Salemenes (solus). Ho hath wrong'd his queen, but still 
he is her lord ; 
He hath wrong'd my sister, still he is my brother; 
He hath wrong'd his people, still he is their sovereign, 
And I must be his friend as well as subject : 
He must not perish thus. I will not see 
The blood of Nimrod and Semiramis 
Sink in the eaiiih, and thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending like a shepherd's tale ; 
He must be roused. In his eflfeminate heart 
There ia a careless courage which coiTuption 
Has not all quench'd, and latent energies, 
Repress'd by circumstance, but not destroy'd — 
Steep'd, but not drowu'd, in deep voluptuousness. 
If bom a peasant, ho had been a man 
To have reach'd an empire : to an empire born, 
He will bequeath none ; nothing but a name. 
Which his sons will not prize in heritage : — 
Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem 
His sloth and shame, by only being that 
Which he shoiUd bo, as easily as the thing 
He should not be and is. Were it less toil 
To sway his nations than consume his life? 
To head an army than to rule a harem "^ 
He sweats ia palliDg pleasures, duWa liia ao\3^,^ 



230 8ARDANAPALUS: [Act I. 

And saps bis goodly strength, in toils which yield not 
Health like the chase, nor glory like the war — 
He mast be roused. Alas ! there is no sound 

[Sound of xq/l music heard Jt'om triMtn. 
To rouse him short of thunder. Hark ! the lute. 
The lyre, the timbrel ; the lascivious tinklings 
Of lulling instruments, the softening voices 
Of women, and of beings less than women. 
Must chime in to the echo of his revel, 
While the great king of all we know of earth 
Lolls crown'd with roses, and his dLidem 
Lies negligently by to be caught up 
By the fii'st manly hand which dares to snatch it. 
Lo, where they come ! already I perceive 
Tl»e reeking odours of the perfumed trains 
And see the bright gems of the glittering girls, * 
At once his chorus and his council, flash 
Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels. 
As femininely garb'd, and scai'ce less female. 
The grandson of Semiramis, the man-queen. — 
He comes ! Shall I await him ? yes, and front him. 
And tell him what all good men tell each other. 
Speaking of him and his. They come, the slaves 
Led by the monai'ch subject to his slaves. ^ 



SCENE II. 

Enter Sardanapalus effeminately dressed, his Head crowned wii'h 
Flowers, and his liohe negligenthj flowing, attended by a Traits 
C(f Women and young Slaves, 

Sar, {speaking to some of his attendants). Let the pavilion 
over the Euphrates 
Be garlanded, and lit, and fumish'd forth 
For an especial banquet ; at the hour 
Of midnight we will sup there : see nought wanting, 
And bid the galley be prepared. There is 
A cooling breeze which crisps the broad clear river : 
We will embark anon. Fair nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Sardanapalus, 
IVe '11 meet SLgain in. that the sweetest, hour, 
When we eball gather like the Rtara abo^e u%> 
And you will form a heaven as bng)a\, aa \-Ve\x%*, 
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Till then, let each be mistress of her time, 
Aud thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, * choose 
Wilt thou along with them or me ? 

Myr, My lord 

Sar. My lord, my life ! why answerest thou so coldly ? 
It is the curse of kings to be so answer'd. 
Rule thy own hours, thou rulost mine— say, wouldst thou 
Accompany our guests, or chann away 
The moments from me ? 

Myr, The king's choice is mine. ' 

Sar. I pray thee say not so : my chief est joy 
Is to contribute to thine every wish. 
I do not dare to breathe my own desire. 
Lest it should clash with thine ; for thou art still 
Too prompt to sacrifice thy thoughts for others. 

Myr, I would remain : I have no happiness 
Save in beholding thine ; yet — 

Sar. Yet ! what yet ? 

Thy own sweet will shall be the only barrier 
Which ever rises betwixt thee and me. 

Myr. I think the present is the wonted hour 
Of council ; it were better I retire. 

Sal. {comes forward and says) The Ionian slave says well: 
let her retire. 

J^ar. Who answerel How now, brother? 

Sal. The qiieen^s brother, 

And your most faithful vassal, royal lord. 

Sai'. (addresshig his train). As I have said, let all dispose 
their hours 
Till midnight, when again we pray your presence. 

[Tlie cowl rctinng, 

(To Myrrha, 8 who is going), Myrrha! 1 thought thou 
wouldst remain. 

Myr. Great king. 

Thou didst not say so. 

Sar. But thou lookedst it : 

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes, * 
Which said thou wouldst not leave me. 

Myr. Sire ! your brother 

S^. His consoH^s brother, minion of Ionia ! 
How darest thou name me and not blush % 

Sar. '^^yksi.^X 

Thou boat no mov& eyes tlian heart to losSia Vax ^TssosfSft. 
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Like to the dying day on Caucasus, 
AVhcre sunset tints the snow with rosy shadows. 
And then reproach her with tliine own cold blindness, 
AVTiich will not see it. What ! in teai*s, my Myn*ha ? 

5a/. Let them flow on ; she weeps for more than one. 
And is herself the cause of bitterer tears. 

Sit)'. Cursed be he who caused those tears to flow ! 

Sal. Curse not tliyself — millions do that already. 

Sar. Thou dost forget thee : make me not remember 
I am a monarch. 

Sal. Would thou couldst ! 

Mi/r. My sovereign, 

I pmy, and thou, too, prince, permit my absence. 

Sar. Since it must be so, and this chm*! has check'd 
Thy gentle spirit, go ; but recollect 
That we must forthwith meet : I had rather lose 
An empire than thy presence. [Exit Mvbbha. 

Sal. It may be, 

Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever I 

Sar. Brother ! 

I can at least command myself, who listen 
To language such as this : yet urge me not 
Beyond my easy nature. 

Sal. 'T is beyond 

That easy, far too easy, idle nature, 
Which I would urge thee. that I could rouse thee ! 
Though 't were against myself. 

Sar. By the god Baal ! 

The man would make me tyrant. 

Sal. So thou art. 

Think'st thou there is no tyranny but that 
Of blood and chains ? The despotism of vicej 
The weakness and the wickedness of luxury, 
The negligence, the apathy, the evils 
Of sensual sloth — produce ten thousand tyrants, 
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses 
The worst acts of one energetic master. 
However hareh and hard in his own bearing. 
The false and fond examples of thy lusts 
Corrupt no less than they oppress, and sap • 

Ij2 the same moment all thy pageant power 
And those who should sustain it *, bo t\i«X -^"Vxa^cc 
A foreign foe invade, or civil broiX 
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Distract witliin, both will alike prove fatal : 
The firat thy subjects have no heart to conquer ; 
The last they rather would assist than vanquish. 

Sav. Why, what makes thee the mouth-piece of the people ? 

Sal. Forgiveness of the queen's, my sister's wrongs ; 
A natui^l love unto my infant nephews 
Faith to the king, a faith he may need shortly, 
In more than words; respect for Nimrod's lino ; 
Also, another thing thou knowest not. 

Say. AVhat'sthat? 

Sal. To thee an unknown wor<l. 

Sar. Yet speak it ; 

I love to learn. 

Sal. Vktue. 

Sai\ Not know the word ! 

Never was word yet i-ung so in my ears — 
Worse than the mbble's shout, or splitting trumpet : 
I 've heard thy sister talk of nothing else. 

Sal, To change the ii-ksome theme, then, hear of vice. 

Sar. From whom ? 

Sal. Even from the winds, if thou couldst listen 

Unto the echoes of the nation's voice. 

Sar. Come, I 'm indulgent, as thou knowest, patient, 
As thou hast often proved — speak out, what moves thee ] 

Sal. Thy peril. 

Sar. Say on. 

Sal. Thus, then : all the nations, 

For they are many, whom thy fotlier left 
In heritage, are loud in wrath against thee. 

Sar. 'Gainst me I What would the slaves ? 

Sal. A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am I then ? 

Sal. In their eyes a nothing ; but 

In mine a man who might be something still. 

Sar. The railing drunkards ! why, what would they have ? 
Have they not peace and plenty ? 

Sal. ^ Of the first 

More than is glorious ; of the last, far less 
Than the king recks of. 

Sar. Whose then is the crims^ 

But the false satraps, who provide no ^ie\.\,e!:^ 

M, And somewhat in the moua.rQ\i nn\iq tl^ <st V*^^ 
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htsycnd Lis palace walls, or if he stin 
Hejoiid them, 't is bat to some rao^mtain palaoe^ 
Till feuiomcr he&to wear dowo. O glorious Baal ! 
Who built up this vast empire, and wert made 
A go'l, or at the least thinest lik«: a god 
Through the long centuries of thy renown, 
Tliui, thj presumed descendant, ne'er beheld 
As king the kingdoms thou cUd;it leave as hero. 
Won with thj blood, and toll, and time, and peril ! 
For what ? to furnish imposts for a rerel. 
Or multiplied extortions for a minion. 

8ar. I understand thee — tbou wouldst have me go 
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars 
Which the Chaldeans read — the restless Rlaves *° 
Deserve that I should curse them with their wishc^ 
And lead them foiih to gloiy. 

Sal, Wherefore not] 

Semiramis — a woman only — led 
These our Assyrians to the solar shores 
Of Ganges. 

8ar. 'T is most true. And hmo retum'd ? 

Sal. ^Vhv, like a man — a hero ; baffled, but 
Not vanquish'd. With but twenty guards, she made 
(lood her retreat to Bactria. 

Sar. And how many 

Left she behind in India to the vullui'es ? 

Sal Our annals say not. 

Sar. Then I will say for them — 

Tlrnt she had better woven within her palace 
Wonio twenty garments, than with twenty guards 
Have flo<l to Bactria, leaviug to the i*avens, 
And wolves, and men — the fiercer of the three, 
Hor niyria<U of fond subjects. Is this glory ? 
Then let me live in ignominy ever. 

Sal. All warlike spirits have not the same fate. 
Semiramis, the glorious parent of 
A luunlred kings, although she fail'd in India, 
Brought Persia, Media, Bactria, to the realm 
Which she once sway'd — ^and thou miyUCst sway. 

Sav. I sway them — 

S/jo hut mbducd them. 
S(/. Tt may "be ere \oi[i^ 

That they will need her sword more tViaa ^s^^^ ^e^^.^. 
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Sar. There was a certain Bacchus, was there not 1 
I 've heard my Greek girls speak of such — they say 
He was a god, that is^ a Grecian god, 
An idol foreign to Assyria's worship, 
• Who conquer'd this same golden realm of Ind 
Thou prat'st of, where Semiramis was vanquished. 

Sal. I have heard of such a man ; and thou perceiv*st 
That he is deem'd a god for what he did. 

Sar. And in his godship I will honour him — 
Not much as man. AVhat, ho ! my cupbearer I 

Sal. What means the king ? 

Sar. To worship your new god 

And ancient conqueror. Some wine, I say. 

Enter Cupbearer. 

Sar. (addressing (he Cupbearer). Bring me the golden 
goblet thick with gems, 
Which bears the name of Nimrod's chalice. Hence, 
Fill full, and bear it quickly. lExit Cupbearer. 

Sal. Is this moment 

A fitting one for the resumption of 
Thy yet unslept-oflf revels ] 

He-enter Cvpbearer, with wine. 

Sar. (taking the cup from him). Noble kinsman. 

If these barbaiian Greeks of the far shores 

And skirts of these our realms lie not, this Bacchus 

Conquer'd the whole of India, did he not ? 
Sal. He did, and thence was deem'd a deity." 
Sar. Not so : — of all his conquests a few columns, 

AVhich may be his, and might be mine, if I 

Thought them worth purchase and conveyance, are 

The landmarks of the seas of gore he shed. 

The realms he wasted, and the hearts he broke. 

But here, here in this goblet is his title 

To immortality — the immortal grape 

From which he first express'd the soul, and gave 

To gladden that of man, as some atonement 

For the victorious mischiefs he had done. 

Had it not been for this, he would have been 

A mortal still in name as in his grave \ 

And, like my ancestor Semiramia, 
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A sort of semi-glonouB human monster. 
Here 'b that which deified him — let it now 
IIumauLse thee ; my surly, chidiug brother. 
Pledge me to the Greek god ! 

Sal. For all thy realms 

I would not so blaspheme our country's creed. 

Sar. That is to say, thou thinkest lum a hero^ 
That he shed blood by oceans ; and no god. 
Because ho turn'd a fruit to an euchantment, 
Which cheers the sad, revives the old, inspires 
The young, makes weariness forget his toil. 
And fear her danger ; opens a new world 
When this, the present, palls. AVell, then / pledge thee 
And him as a true man, who did his utmost 
In good or evil to surprise mankind. [Drinks. 

Sal. Wilt thou resume a revel at this hour ? 

Sar. And if I did, 't were better than a trophy. 
Being bought without a tear. But that is not 
"^ My present purpose : since thou wilt not pledge me, 
Continue what thou pleasost. 
(To the Cupbearer). Boy, retire. 

\_ExH Cupbearer. 

Sal. I would but have recall'd thee from thy dream ; 
Better by me awaken'd than rebellion. 

Sar. Who should rebel ? or why ] what cause ? pretext ? 
I am the lawful king, descended from 
A race of kings who knew no predecessors. 
What have I done to thee, or to the people, 
That thou shouldst rail, or they rise up against me ? 

Sal. Of what thou hast done to me, I speak not 

Sar. But 

Thou think'st that I have wrong'd the queen : is 't not so ? 

Sal. Think I Thou hast wrong'd her ! '2 

Sar. Patience, prince, and hear me. 

She has all power and splendom* of her station, 
Respect, the tutelage of Assyria's heirs. 
The homage and the appanage of sovereignty. 
I married her as mouarchs wed — for state, 
And loved her as most husbands love their wives. 
If she or thou supposedst I could link me 
Like a Chaldean peasant to his mate, 
Ve knew nor me, nor monarchs, nor mookm^. 
^ya/, I pray thee, change tlie theme ; tocv^ \Aoq^ ^^umsa 
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Complaint, and Salemenes* sister seeks not 
Reluctant love even from Assyria's lord ! 
Nor would she deign to accept divided passion 
With foreign strumpets and Ionian slaves. 
The queen is silent. 

iSar. And why not her brother ? 

Sal. I only echo thee the voice of empires, 
"Which he who long neglects not long will govern. 

JSar. The ungrateful and ungracious slaves ! they murmur 
Because I have not shed their blood, nor led them 
To dry into the desert's dust by myriads, 
Or whiten with their bones the banks of Ganges ; 
Nor decimated them with savage laws, , 

Nor sweated them to build up pyramids, 
Or Babylonian walls. 

Sal. Yet these are trophies 

More worthy of a people and their prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubines. 
And lavish'd treasures, and contemned virtues. 

Sar. Or for my trophies I have founded cities : 
There 's Tarsus and Aiichialus, both built 
III one day — what could that blood-loving beldame, 
My martial grandam, chaste Semiramis, 
Do more, except destroy them ? 

Sal. 'T is most true ; 

I own thy merit in those founded cities, 
Built for a whim, recorded with a verse. 
Which shames both them and thee to coming age?. 

Sar. Shame me ! By Baal, the cities, though well built. 
Are not more goodly than the ver^e ! Say what 
Thou wilt 'gainst me, my mode of life or rule. 
But nothing 'gainst the truth of that brief record. 
Why, those few lines contain the history 
Of all things human : hear — " Sardanapalus, 
The king, and son of Anacyndaraxes, 
In one day built Anchialus and Tai*sus. 
Eat, drink, and love; the rest *s not worth a fillip." '^ 

Sal. A worthy moral, and a wise inscription, 
For a king to put up before his subjects ! 

Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless set up edicts — 
** Obey the king — contribute to his treasure- 
Recruit his phalanx — spill your \Aoo^ «L\,\i\^^vck^ — 
Fall down and worehip, or get -ap ovi^ \.Q?\r 
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Or tliiis — '* SarJanapaltu on this spot 
Slew fifty thousand of his enemies. 
These are their sepulchres, and this his tropliv.** 
I leave such things to conquerors ; enoogh 
For me, if I can make my subjects feel 
The weight of human misery less, and glide 
Ungroaning to the tomb : I take no license 
AVluch I deny to them. We all are men. 

fkd. Thy idres have been revered as gods — 

Bar. In dusi 

And death, where they are neither gods nor men. 
Talk not of Huch to me ! the worms are gods ; 
At least they banqueted upon your gods, 
Aftd died for lack of farther nutriment. 
ThoKe gods were merely men ; look to their issue — 
I feel a thousand mortal things about me. 
But notliing godlike, — unless it may be 
The thing which you condemn, a disposition 
To love and to be merciful, to pardon 
The follies of my species, and (that 's human) 
To be indulgent to my own. 

.Stt/. Alas ! 

The doom of Nineveh is scal'd. — Woe — ^woe 
To the unrivaird city ! 

*S'«r. AMiat dost dread ? 

Sfd. Thou art guarded by thy foes : in a few hours 
The tempest may break out which overwhelms thee, 
And tinne and mine; and in another day 
What /« shall be the past of Belus' race. 

Sar. What must we dread ? 

Sal. Ambitious treachery, 

Which has envirou'd thee with snares ; but yet 
There is resource : empower me with thy signet 
To quell the machinations, and I lay 
The heads of thy chief foes before thy feet. 

Sar. The heacls— how many? 

Sal. Must I stay to number 

When even thine own 's in peril ? Let me go ; 
Give mo thy signet— trust me with the rest. 

Sar. I will truat no man with unlimited lives. 
"Whou wo take those from othei-s, we nor know 
What we havo taken, nor the l\i\i\g yjo ^vnc. 
a5^ Wouldut thou not take thok U\ca nn\io ^.g^YIox "OsvxaaX 
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Sar. That 's a hard question — But I answer, Yes. 
Cannot the thing be done without ] Who are they 
Whom thou fcUBpecteet'f — Let them be arrested. 

Sal. I would thou wouldst not ask mo j the next moment 
Will send my answer through thy babbling troop 
Of paramours, and thence fly o'er the palace. 
Even to the city, and so baffle all. — 
Tnist me. 

Sar. Thou knowest I have done so ever ; 

Take thou the signet. iOivcs the signet, 

Sal. I have one more request. 

Sar. Nam§ it. 

Sal, That thou this night forbeai* the banquet 

In the pavilion over the Euphrates. 

Sar. Forbear the banquet ! Not for all the plotters 
That ever shook a kingdom ! Let them come, 
And do their woret : I shall not blench for them ; 
Nor rise the sooner ; nor forbear the goblet ; 
Nor crown me with a single rose the less ; 
Nor lose one joyous hour. — I fear them not. 

Sal, But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst thou not, if 
needful ? 

Sar. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour, and 
A sword of such a temper ; and a bow 
And javelin, which might furnish Nimrod forth : 
A little heavy, but yet not unwieldy. 
And now I think on 't, 't is long since I 've used them, 
Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them, brother ? 

Sal. Is this a time for such fantastic trifling ? — 
If need be, wilt thou wear them 1 

Sar. Will I not ? 

Oh ! if it must be so, and these rash slaves 
Will not be ruled with less, I '11 use the sword 
Till they shall wish it turn'd into a distaff. 

Sal. They say thy sceptre 's turn'd to that already. 

Sar, That 's false ! but let them say so : the old Greeks, 
Of whom our captives often sing, related 
The same of their chief hero, Hercules, 
Because he loved a Lydian queen : thou seest 
The populace of all the nations seize 
Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns, 

Sal. They did not speak thus of thy faitbRva. 

Sar, '^^ 
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They dared not. They were kept to toil and combat ; 

And never changed their chidns but for their armour 

Now they have peace and pastime, and the license 

To revel and to rail ; it irks me not. 

I would not give the smile of one fair girl 

For all the popular breath that e'er divided ^ 

A name from nothing. What are the lunk tongues 

Of this vile herd, grown insolent with feeding. 

That I should prize their noisy pitiise, or dread 

Their noisome clamour ? 

Sal. You have said they are men ; 

As such their hearts are something. 

Sar. So my dogs* are ; 

And better, as more faithful : — ^but, proceed ; 
Thon hast my signet : — ^since they ai*e tumultuous, 
Let them be temper'd, yet not roughly, till 
Necessity enforce it. I hate all pain, 
Given or received ; we have enough within us, 
The meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch, 
Not to add to each other's natural bm'then 
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen. 
By mild reciprocal alleviation, 
The fatal penalties imposed on life : 
But this they know not, or they will not know. 
I have, by Baal ! done all I could to soothe them : 
I made no wars, I added no new imposts, 
I interfered not with their civic lives, 
I let them pass their days as best might suit them, 
Passing my own as suited me. 

Sal. Tliou stopp'st 

Short of the duties of a king ; and therefore 
They say thou ai-t unfit to be a monarch. 

Sa7'. They lie. — Unhappily, I am unfit 
To be aught save a monarch ; else for me 
The meanest Medo might be the king instead. 

Sal. There is one Mede, at least, who seeks to be so. 

Sar. What mean'st thou ! — 't is thy secret ; thou desircst 
Few questions, and I 'm not of curious natui-e. 
Take the fit steps ; and, since necessity 
Requires, I sanction and support thee. Ne'er 
Wfi8 man who more desired to rule in peace 
27w peaceful only ; if they rouse me,\)e\.\.cT 
T/icy bad conjured up stem ;NimTod iTom\i\a ^\«^ 
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" The mighty hunter." I will turn the«e realms 
To one wide desert chase of brutes, who were, 
But would no more, by their own choice, be human. 
What they have found me, they belie ; that which 
They yet may find me— shall defy their wish 
To speak it worse ; and let them thank themselves. 

Sal. Then thou at last canst feel ? 

Sar. Feel ! who feels not 

Ingratitude ? 

Sal. I will not pause to answer 

With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake that enei^ 

AYhich sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee, 

And thou may'st yet be glorious in thy reign, 

As powerful in thy realm. Farewell ! 

lExit Saleksnbs. 

Sar. (aoliLs). Farewell ! 

He 's gone ; and on his finger bears my signet, 
Which is to him a sceptre. He is stem 
As I am heedless ; and the slaves deserve 
To feel a master. What may be the danger, 
I know not : he hath found it, let him quell it. 
Must I consume my life — this little life — 
In guarding against all may make it less ? ^^ 
It is not worth so much ! It were to die 
Before my hour, to live in dread of death, 
Tracing revolt ; suspecting all about me, 
Because they are neai* ; and all who are remote. 
Because thoy are far. But if it should be so— 
If they should sweep me off from earth and empire. 
Why, what is earth or empire of the earth ? 
I have loved, and lived, and multiplied my image; 
To die is no less natural than those 
Acts of this clay ! 'T is true I have not shed 
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till 
My name became the synonyme of death — 
A terror and a trophy. But for this 
I feel no penitence ; my Hfe is love : 
If I must shed blood, it shall be by force. 
Till now, no drop from an Assyrian vein 
Hath flow'd for me, nor hath the smallest coin 
Of Nineveh's vast treasures e'er been lavished 
On objects which could cost her bohb Qi Vasx \ 
// then they hat© mo, 'tis becau»Q 1 \i^\A 'asi\.\ 

VOL. I. "S* 
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If thoy rebel, 't ia because I oppress not 

Oh, men ! ye must be ruled with scythes, not sceptres. 

And mow'd down like the grass, else all we reap 

Is rank abundance, and a rotten huTvest 

Of discontents infecting the fair soil, 

Making a desert of fertility. — 

I '11 think no more. Within there, ho ! 

Enter an Attendant. 

Sar, Slave, tell 

The Ionian Myrrha we would crave her presence. 
Attend, King, she is here. 

Mtbbha enters, 

Sar, {apart to Attendant), Away ! 
(Addremng Mtbbha). Beautiful being ! 

Thou dost almost anticipate my heart ; 
It throbVd for thee, and here thou comest : let me 
Deem that some unknown influence, some sweet oracle. 
Communicates between us, though unseen, 
In absence, and attracts us to each other. 

Myr, There doth. 

Sar. I know there doth, but not its name : 

What is it ? 

Mp\ In my native land a Grod, 
And in my heart a feeling like a Qod's, 
Exalted ; yet I own 't is only mortal ; 
For what I feel is humble, and yet happy— 
That is, it would be happy; but [Mtbbha pauses, 

Sar, There comes 

For ever something between us and what 
We deem our happiness : let me remove 
The barrier which that hesitating aocent 
Proclaims to thine, and mine is seal'd. 

Myr. My lord I — 

Sar. My lord — my king — sire — sovereign ; thus it ia— 
For ever thus, address'd with awe. I ne'er 
Can see a smile, imless in some broad banquet's 
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons 
Have gorged themselves up to equality. 
Or I have quaff *d mo down to t\ievc ^^aaaxafcTA,. 
Mfrrba, I cm hear all these tVun^a, ^JoL^ao m\aj»s 
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Lord — king — sire — monarch — nay, time was I prizoa 

them; 
That is, I suffer'd them — from slaves and nobles ; 
But when they falter from the lips I love, 
The lips which have been press'd to mine, a chill 
Comes o'er my heart, a cold sense of the falsehood 
Of this my station, which represses feeling 
In those for whom I have felt most, and makes me 
Wish that I could lay down the dull tiara, 
And share a cottage on the Caucasus 
With thee, and wear no crowns but those of flowers. 

Myr. Would that we could ! 

Sar. And dost thou feel this ?--Why ? 

Myr, Then thou wouldst know what thou canst never 
know. 

Sar. And that is 

Myi\ The true value of a heart ; 

At least, a woman's. 

Sar, I have proved a thousand — 

A thousand, and a thousand. 

Myr, Hearts ? 

Sar. I think so. 

Myr, Not one ! the time may come thou may'st. 

Sar, It will. 

Hear, Myn*ha ; Salemenes has declared — 
Or why or how he hath divined it, Belus, 
Who founded our great realm, knows more than I — 
But Salemenes hath declai'ed my throne 
In peril. 

Myr, He did well. 

Sar, And say'st thou so ? 

Thou whom he spum'd so harshly, and now dared ** 
Drive from om* presence with his savage jeers, 
And made thee weep and blush ? 

Myr, I should do both 

More frequently, and he did well to call me 
Back to my duty. But thou spakest of peril — 
Peril to thee 

Sar, Ay, from dark plots and snares 

From Modes — and discontented troops and nations. 
I know not what — a labyrinth of things — 
A maze of muttered threats and myatGYvea \ 
Thou knoyfet the man— it is lua uaua\ cvia\iOTa- 
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But he is honest. Come, we 11 think no more on '1 
But of the midnight festival. 

Myr, 'T is time 

To think of aught save festivals. Thou hast not 
Spum'd his sage cautions ? 

Sar, What ? — and dost thou fear ? 

Myv. Fear ! — I 'm a Greek, and how should I fear death ? 
A slave, and wherefore should I dread my freedom ? 

Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so pale ? 

Myr. I love. 

Sar. And do not I ? I love thee far — ^far more 
Than either the brief life or the wide realm, 
Which, it may be, are menaced ; — yet I blench not. 

Myi\ That means thou lovest nor thyself nor me ; 
For he who loves another loves himself, 
Even for that other's sake. This is too rash : 
Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost. 

Sar, Lost ! — why, who is the aspiring chief who dared 
Assume to win them ? 

Myr, Who is he should dread 

To try so much ? When he who is their ruler 
Forgets himself, will they remember him ? 

Sar. Myrrha ! 

Myi: Frown not upon me : you have smiled 

Too often on me not to make those frowns 
Bitterer to bear than any punishment 
Which they may augur. — ^King, I am your subject ! 
Master, I am your slave ! Man, I have loved you ! — 
Loved you, I know not by what fatal weakness. 
Although a Greek, and born a foe to monarchs — 
A slave, and hating fetters — an Ionian, 
And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion than by chains ! 
Still I have loved you. If that love were strong 
Enough to overcome all former nature, 
Shall it not claim the privilege to save you ? 

Sar. Save me, my beauty ! Thou art very fair. 
And what I seek of thee is love — not safety. 

Myr. And without love where dwells security ? 

Sar. I speak of woman's love. 

Jf^. The very first 

Of human life must spring from-woTasMDi^Xst^^y., 
your drgt small words are taugU youlxom\iftT\v^ 
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Your first tears quench'd by her, and your last sighs 
Too often breathed out in a woman's hearing, 
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of him who led them. 

Sar. My eloquent Ionian ! thou speak'st music ; 
The very chorus of the tragic song *^ 
I have heai'd thee talk of as the favourite pastime 
Of thy far father-land. Nay, weep not — calm thee. 

Myi\ I weep not. — But I pray thee, do not speak 
About my fathers or their land. 

Sar, Yet oft 

Thou speakest of them. 

Myi'. True — true : constant thought 

Will overflow in words unconsciously ; 
But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me. 

^Siar., Well, then, how wouldst thou save me, as thou saidst 1 

Myr. By teaching thee to save thyself, and not 
Thyself alone, but these vast realms, from all 
The rage of the worst war — the war of brethren. 

Sar. Why, child, I loathe all war, and warriors ; 
I live in peace and pleasure : what can man 
Do more ? 

Miji'. Alas ! my lord, with common men 
There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The substance of sweet peace ; and, for a king, 
'T is sometimes better to be fear'd than loved. 

Sar. And I have never sought but for the last. 

Myr. And now art neither. 

Sar. Dost tJiou say so, Myrrha ? 

Myr. I speak of oivic popular love, self-loYe, 
Which means that men are kept in awe and law. 
Yet not oppress'd — at least they must not think so, 
Or if they think so, deem it necessary. 
To ward off worse oppression, their own passions. 
A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel, 
And love, and mirth, was never king of glory. 

Sar. Glory ! what 's that ? 

Myr. Ask of the gods thy fathers. 

Sar, They cannot answer ; when the priests speak for 
them, 
'T is for some small addition to the temple. 

Myr. Look to the annals of thine em'i[}\x^^i<3vsLTAL^'«>» 

Sir, They are so blotted o'er wVtli\)Voo^,\ cssaafiN., 
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But what wouldst have ? the empire hoi hem iounded. 
I camiot go on multiplymg empires. 

Mijr. Trescrve thine own. 

Sar. At least, I will enjoy it. 
Come, Myrrha, let us go on to the Euphrates : 
The hour invites, the galley is prepai'ed. 
And the pavilion, deck'd for our return. 
In fit adornment for the evening banquet, 
Shall blaze with beauty and with light, until 
It seems unto the stars which are above us 
Itself an opposite star ; and we will sit 
Crown'd with fresh flowers like 

Myr. Victims. 

Sar. No, like sovereigns, 

The shepherd king of patiiarchal times, 
Who knew no brighter gems than summer wreathB,*^ 
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on. 

Enter Pania. 

Pan. May the king live for ever ! 

Sar. Not an hour 

Longer than ho can love. How my soid hates 
This language, which makes life itself a lie, 
Flattering dust with etemity.*^ Well, Pania I 
Be brief. 

Pan. I am charged by Salemenes to 
Reiterate his prayer unto the king. 
That for this day, at least, he will not quit 
The palace : when the general returns, 
He will adduce such reasons as will warrant 
His daring, and perhaps obtain the pardon 
Of his presumption. 

Sar. What ! am I then coop'd ? 

Already captive ? can I not even breathe 
The breath of heaven ? Tell prince Salemenes, 
Were all Assyria raging. round the walls 
In mutinous myriads, I would still go forth. 

Pan. I must obey, and yet 

Myr. Oh, monarch, listen. — 

JIow many a day and raoon thou hast reclined 
Within these palace walls in Bilken AsiX\Aa.xiaft, 
And never shown thee to tliy people a Vm^^\ 
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Leaving thy subjects' eyes ungratified^ 

The satraps unoontroU'd, the gods unworshipp'd, 

And all things in the anarchy of sloth, 

Till all, save evil, slumbered through the realm ! 

And wilt thou not now tarry for a day, — 

A day which may redeem thee ? Wilt thou not 

Yield to the few still faithful a few hours, 

For them, for thee, for thy past father's race, 

And for Uiy sons' inheritance ? 

Pan. 'T is true ! 

From the deep urgency with which the prince 
Despatch' d me to your sacred presence, I 
Must dare to add my feeble voice to that 
Which now has spoken. 

Sar. No, it must not be. 

3fifr, For the sake of thy realm ! 

Sar, Away ! 

Pan, For that 

Of all thy faithful subjects, who will rally 
Round thee and thine. 

Sai\ These are mere fantasies : 

There is no peril : — ^"t is a sullen scheme 
Of Salemenes, to approve his zeal. 
And show himself more necessary to us. 

Myr. By all that 's good and glorious take this counsel. 

Sar. Business to-morrow. 

Myr. Ay, or death to-night. 

Sar. Why let it come then un^pectedly, 
'Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love ; 
So let me fall like the pluck'd rose I — fax better 
Thus than be wither'd. 

Myr. Then thou wilt not yield. 

Even for the sake of all that ever stirr'd 
A monarch into action, to forego 
A trifling reveL 

Sar, No. 

Myi\ Then yield for mine; 

For my sake ! 

Sar. Thine, my Myrrha I 

Myr. 'T is the first 

Boon which I ever ask'd Assyria's king. 

Sar, That's true, and were't my Vm^'i<wa.^ xfi»&\. V'b 
granted. 
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Well, for thy sake, I yield me. Pania, hence ! 
Thou hcar'ttt me. 

Pan. And obey. LExU Paha. 

Sar. I marvel at thee. 

AVliat is thy motive, Myrrha, thus to urge me ? 

Mt/r. Thy safety ; and the certainty that nou^t 
Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require 
Thus much from thee, but some impending danger. 

Sar. And if I do not dread it, why shouldst thon ? 

Myr. Because thou dost not feai*, I fear for thee. 

Sar. To-morrow thou wilt smile at these vain fancies. 

Mjp\ If the worst come, I shall be where none weep. 
And that is better than the power to smile. 
And thou] 

Sar. I shall be king, as heretofore. 

^fyr. Where? 

Sar. With Baal, Nimrod, and Semiramis, 

Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere. 
Fato made me what I am — may make me nothing — 
But either that or nothing must I be : 
I will not live degraded. 

Myr. Hadst thou felt 

Thus always, none would ever dare degrade thee. 

Sar. And who will do so now ? 

^f^Jr. Dost thou suspect none 

Sar. Suspect ! — ^that's a spy's office. Oh ! we lose 
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words. 
And vainer feara. Within there ! — ^ye slaves, deck 
The hall of Nimrod for the evening revel : 
If I must make a prison of our palace, 
At least we'll wear our fetters jocundly ; 
If tlie Euphrates be forbid us, and 
The summer dwelling on its beauteous border, 
Here we are still immcnaced. Ho ! within there ! 

lExit Sabdanapalus. 

Mi/r. (solus). Why do I love this man? My country's 
daughters 
Love none but heroes. But I have no country ! 
The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love him ; 
And that 's the heaviest link of the long chain — 
To love whom we esteem not. Be it so : 
2720 hour ia comlag when he'U need aXWo^e, 
And find none. To fall from liim nov? ^exo \»a«t 
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Than to have stabb'd him on his throne when highest 

Would have been noble in my country's creed : 

I was not made for either. Could I save him, 

I should not love him better, but myself; 

And I have need of the last, for I have fallen 

In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger : 

And yet methinks I love him more, perceiving 

That he is hated of his own barbarians, 

The natural foes of all the blood of Greece. 

Could I but wake a single thought like those 

Which even the Phrygians felt when battling long 

'Twixt Ilion and the sea, within his heart, 

He would tread down the bai-barous crowds, and triumph. 

He loves me, and I love him ; the slave loves 

Her master, and would free him from liis vices. 

If not, I have a means of freedom still. 

And if I cannot teach him how to reign. 

May show him how alone a king can leave 

His thi'one. I must not lose him from my sight. [is'xtt.^' 



ACT II. 
SCEMB I. — The Portal of the same Hall of the Palace. 

Bdeses {solus). The sun goes down : methinks he sets 
more slowly, 
Taking his last look of Assyria's empire. 
How red he glares amongst those deepening clouds, 
Like the blood he predicts. If not in vain, 
Thou sun that sinkest, and ye stars which rise, 
I have outwatch'd ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, ^vhich make Time tremble 
For what he brings the nations, 't is the furthest 
Hour of Assyria's years. And yet how calm ! 
An earthquake should annoimce so great a fall — 
A summer's sun discloses it. Yon disk. 
To the star-read Chaldean, bears upon 
Its everlasting page the end of what 
Seem'd everlasting ; but oh ! thou true sun ! 
The burning oracle of all that live, 
As fountain of alJ life, and symbol oi 
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}Ilm who bestows it, wherefore dost thou limit 

Tiiy lore unto cakmity ? Why not 

Unfold the rise of days more worthy thine 

AI1-gloriou8 burst from ocean ? why not dart 

A beam of hope athwart the future years^ 

As of wrath to its days ? Hear me ! oh, hear me ! 

I am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant — 

I liave gazed on thee at thy rise and fall. 

And bow'd my head beneath thy mid-day beams, 

When my eye dared not meet thee. I have watch'd 

For thee, and after thee, and pray'd to thee. 

And sacrificed to thee, and r^id, and fear'd thee. 

And ask'd of thee, and thou hast answered— but 

Only to thus much : while I speak, he sinks — 

Is gone — and leaves his beauty, not his knowledge^ 

To the delighted west, which revels in 

Its hues of dying glory. Yet what is 

Death, so it be but glorious ? T is a sunset ; 

And mortals may be happy to resemble 

The gods but in decay. 

Enter Ardaces by an inner door* 

Arh. Beleses, why 

So wrapt in thy devotions ? Dost thou stand 
Gazing to trace thy disappearing god 
Into some realm of undiscover'd day 1 
Our business is with night — *t is come. 

Bel, But not 

Gone. 

Arh. Let it roll on — wo are ready. 

Bel. Yes. 

Would it were over ! 

Arh. Does the prophet doubt, 

To whom the very stai's shine victory ? 

Bd. I do not doubt of victory — ^but the victor. 

Arh. Well, let thy science settle that Meantime 
I have prepared as many glittering spears 
As will out-sparkle our allies — ^your planets. 
There is no more to thwart us. The she-king, 
That less than woman, is even now upon 
The waters with, his female males. T\i^ ovdet 
Ib issued for the feast in the povWiou. 
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The first cup which he di-ains will be the last 
Quaflf'd by the line of Nimrod. 

Bel. 'T was a brave one. 

Arh And is a weak one — 't is worn out— we'll mend it. 

Bel. Art sure of that ? 

Arh. Its founder was a hunter — 

I am a soldier — ^what is there to fear ? 

Bd. The soldier. 

Arb. And the priest, it may be : but 

If you thought thus, or think, why not retain 
Your king of concubines ? why stir me up ? 
Why spur me to this entei'prise ? your own 
iN'o less than mine ? 

Bd. Look to the sky ! 

Arh. I look. 

Bel, What seest thou ? 

Arh. A fair summer's twilight, and 

The gathering of the stars. 

Bd. And midst them, mark 

Yon earliest, and the brightest, which so quivers. 
As it would quit its place in tho blue ether. 

Arh. Well ! 

Bel. 'T is thy natal ruler — thy bu-th planet. 

Arh. {touching hia scahhard). My star is in this scabbard : 
when it shines, 
It shall out-dazzle comets. Let us think 
Of what is to be done to justify 
Thy planets and their portents. When we conquer. 
They shall have temples — ay, and priests — and thou 
Shalt be the pontiff of — what gods thou wilt ; 
For I observe that they are ever just. 
And own the bravest for the most devout. 

Bel, Ay, and the most devout for bravo — thou hast not 
Seen me turn back from battle. 

Arh. No ; I own the© 

As firm in fight as Babylonia's captain. 
As skilful in Chaldea's worship : now, 
Will it but please thee to forget the priest. 
And be the wan'ior ? 

Bel. Why not both? 

A rh. The better ; 

And yet it almost shames me, we fi\i8L\\\i.'8t.^Q 
j8o little to effect. This woman's -warfare 
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Degrades tlic very conqueror. To have pluck*d 
A bold and bloody despot from his throne, 
And grappled with him, clashing steel with steel, 
That were heroic or to win or fdl ; 
But to upraise my sw^ord against this silkworm. 
And hear him whine, it may be 

Bel. Do not deem it : 

He has that in him which may make you strife yet ; 
And were he all you think, his guards are hardy, 
And headed by the cool, stem Salemenes. 

Arh. Th*ey *11 not resist. 

Bel, Why not ? they are soldiers. 

Avb, True, 

And therefore need a soldier to command them. 

Bd. That Salemenes is. 

Arh. But not their king. 

Besides, he hates the effeminate thing that governs, 
For the queen's sake, his sister. Mark you not 
He keeps aloof from all the revels ? 

Bel But 

Not from the coimcil — there he is ever constant. 

Arh. And ever thwarted : what would you have more 
To make a rebel out of ? A fool reigning, 
His blood dishonour'd, and himself disdain'd : 
Why, it ia his revenge we work for. 

Bel. Could 

He but be brought to think so : this I doubt of. 

Arh. What, if we soimd him? 

Bel. Yes — if the time served. 

Enter Balea. 

BaX. Satraps ! The king commands your presence at 
The feast to-night. 

Bel. To hear is to obey. 

In the pavilion ? 

Bal. No ; here in the palace. 

Arh, How ! in the palace ? it was not thus order'd. 

Bal. It is so order'd now 

A rh. And why ? 

j9a/. I know not. 

Mny I retire ? 
Jrd, Stay. 
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Bel. (to Arb. aside). Hush ! let him go his way. 
{Alternately to Bal.) Yes, Balea, thank the monarch, kiss 

the hem 
Of his imperial robe, and say, his slaves 
Will take the crumbs he deigns to scatter from 
His royal table at the hour — was *t midnight ? 

Bal. It was : the place, the hall of Nimi'od. Lords, 
I humble me before you, and depaii;. 

lExil Balka. 

Arb. I like not this same sudden change of place ; 
There is some mystery : wherefore should he change it ? 

Bd. Doth he not change a thousand times a day ? 
Sloth is of all things the most fanciful — 
And moves more parasangs in its intents 
Than generals in their marches, when they seek 
To leave their foe at fault. — ^Why dost thou muse ? 

Arb. He loved that gay pavilion, — it was ever 
His summer dotage. 

Bd. And he loved his queen — 

And thrice a thousand harlotry besides — 
And he has loved all things by turns, except 
Wisdom and glory. 

Arb. Still — I like it not. 
If he has changed — ^why, so must wc : the attack 
Were easy in the isolated bower, 
Beset with drowsy guards and diimken courtiers ; 
But in the hall of Nimrod 

Bd. Is it so ? 

Meth ought the haughty soldier fear'd to mount 
A throne too easily — does it disappoint thee 
To find there is a slipperier step or two 
Than what was counted on ? 

Arb, When the houi' comes, 

Thou shalt perceive how far I fear or no. 
Thou hast seen my life at stake — and gaily play'd for : 
But here is more upon the die — a kingdom. 

Bel. I have foretold already — thou wilt win it : 
Then on, and prosper. 

Arb. Now were I a soothsayer, 

I would have boded so much to myself. 
But be the stars obey'd — I cannot quarrel 
With them, nor their interpreter. \v^\vo'a\iSi\vi% 
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Enter Salemskes. 

Sal. Satraps ! 

Bel. My prince ! 

Sal. Well mot — I sought ye both. 

But elsewhere than the palace. 

A rh. Wherefore so ? 

Sal. 'T is not the hour. 

A rh. The hour 1 — ^what hour 1 

Sal. Of midnight. 

Bel. Midnight, my lord ! 

Sal. What, are you not invited ? 

Bd. Oh ! yes — we had forgotten. 

Sal. Is it usual 

Thus to forget a sovereign's invitation ? 

Arh. Why — ^we but now received it. 

Sal. Then why here ? 

Arh. On duty. 

Sal. On what duty? 

Bel. On the state'a 

We have the privilege to approach the presence ; 
But found the monarch absent. ^ 

Sal. And I too 

Am upon duty. 

Arh. May we crave its purport ? 

Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guards ! Within there I 

Entei' Guards. 

Sal. (continuing). Satraps, 

Your swords. 

Bel. {delivering his). My lord, behold my scimitar. 

Arh. {drawing hia sword). Take mine. 

Sal. {advancmg). I will. 

Arh. But in your heart the blade — 

The hilt quits not this hand. ^^ 

Sal. {dravdng). How ! dost thou brave mo ? 

'T is well — ^this saves a trial, and false mercy. 
Soldiers, how down the rebel ! 

Arh. Soldiers ! Ay — 

J^one you dare not. 
Sal. A\onG\ ioo\\.a\i ^\w^— 

What ia there in thco tbat, a pxmco ^VovA^ ^VrvwV 1tc^^ 
Of open force ? Wc dread t\i'j Ixe^^oii, ^o\. 
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Thy strength : thy tooth is nought without its venom — 
The serpent's, not the lion's. Cut him down. 

Bel. {^interposing)^ Arbaces ! Are you mad? Have I not 
render'd 
My sword ? Then trust like me our sovereign's justice. 

Arh. No — I will sooner trust the stars thou prat'st of, 
And this slight arm, and die a king at least 
Of my own breath and body — so far that 
None else shall chain them. 

Sal. (to the Guards). You hear Jtim and me. 

Take him not, — ^kill. 

[ The Guards attack Abbaces, who defends himself valiantly 
and dexterously till they waver. 

ScU. Is it even so ; and must 

I do the hangman's office ? Recreants ! see 
How you should fell a traitor. 

[Salehenes attacks Abbacss 

Enter Sabdanapalus and Train, 

Sar. Hold your hands — 

Upon your lives, I say. What, deaf or drunken 1 

My sword ! fool, I wear no sword : here, fellow. 

Give me thy weapon. [To a Guard. 

[Sabdakapalus snatches a sicordfrom one of the soldiers^ and 
rushes between the combatants — they separate. 

Sar, In my very palace ! 

What hinders me from cleaving you in twain, 
Audacious brawlers ? 

Bel. Sire, your justice. 

Sal, Or— 

Your weakness. 

Sar. (raisirtg the sword.) How ? 

Sal. Strike ! so the blow *s repeated 

Upon yon traitor — whom you spare a moment, 
I trust, for torture — I 'm content. 

Sar. What— him ! 

Who dares assail Arbaces ? 

Sal. I! 

Sar. Indeed ! 

Prince, you forget yourself. Upon what warratvfet 

Sal. (showinff the signet). Thine. 

Jrlf. (confttsed). TkeWsv^^X 



256 SARDANAPALUS: [Act II. 

Sal, Yes ! and let the king confirm it. 

Sar. I parted not from this for such a purpose. 

Sal, You parted with it for your safety — I 
Employ'd it for the best Pronounce in person. 
Here I am but your slave — a moment past 
I was your representative. 

Sar. Then sheathe 

Your swords. 

[Abbacbs and Salemknrs return their swords to the scabbards, 

SaJ, Mine *s sheathed : I pray you sheathe not yours : 

'T is the sole sceptre left you now with safety. 

Sar. A heavy one ; the hilt, too, hurts my hand. 
(7^ a Ghtard). Here, fellow, take thy weapon back. Well, sirs, 
What doth this mean ? 

Bel. The prince must answer that. 

Sal, Truth upon my part, treason upon theirs. 

Sar. Treason — Arbaces ! treacheiy and Beleses I 
That were an union I will not beheve. 

Bel. Where is the proof ? 

Sal. I '11 answer that, if once 

The king demands your fellow-traitor's sword. 

Arb. {to Sal.) A sword which hath been drawn as oft as thine 
Against his foes. 

Sal. And now against his brother, 

And in an hour or so against himself 

Sar, That is not possible : he dared not ; no — 
No — I '11 not hear of such things. These vain bickerings 
Are spawn'd in courts by base intrigues, and baser 
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men's lives. 
You must have been deceived, my brother. 

Sal. Fii-st 

Let him deliver up his weapon, and 
Proclaim himself your subject by that duty, 
And I will answer all. 

Sar. Wliy, if I thought so — 

But no, it cannot be : the Mede Arbaces — 
The trusty, rough, true soldier — the best captain 

Of all who discipline our nations No, 

I '11 not insult him thus, to bid him render 
The scimitar to me he never yielded 
Unio our enemies. Chief, keep your weapon. 
So/, (delivering hack the signal). T5loTiaxOci,\aJBA\i^iRV ^Q\ir 
signet 
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I9^r. No, retain it ; 

But use it with more moderation. 

Sal. Sire, 

I used it for your honour, and restore it 
Because I cannot keep it with my own. 
Bestow it on Arbaces. 

Sar. So I should : 

He never ask'd it. 

Sal. Doubt not, he will have it, 

"Without that hollow semblance of respect. 

Bel. I know not what hath prejudiced the prince 
So strongly 'gainst two subjects, than whom none 
Have been more zealous for Assyria's weal. 

Sal. Peace, factious priest, and faithless soldier ! thou 
Unit'at in thy own person the worst vices 
Of the most dangerous orders of mankind. 
Keep thy smooth words and juggling homilies 
For those who know thee not. Thy fellow's sin 
Is, at the least, a bold one, and not temper d 
By the tricks taught thee in Chaldea. 

Bel. Heai' him, 

My liege — ^the son of Belus ! he blasphemes 
The worship of the land, which bows the knee 
Before your fathers. 

Sar. Oh ! for that I pray you 

Let him have absolution. " I dispense with 
The worship of dead men ; feeling that I 
Am mortal, and believing that the race 
From whence I sprung ai'e — what I see them — ^ashes. 

Bel. King ! Do not deem so : they are with the stai*s, 
And 

Sar. You shall join them ere they will rise, 
If you preach farther — ^Why, this is rank treason. 

Sal. My lord ! 

Sa7\ To school me in the worship of 

Assyria's idols ! Let him be released — 
Give him his sword. 

Sal. My lord, and king, and brother, 

I pi*ay ye pause. 

Sar. Yes, and be sermonised, 

And dlnn'd, and deafen'd with dead men and Baal, 
And all Chaldca's starry mysteries. 

^d. Monarch I respect them* 

VOL. X ^ 



258 SARDANAPALUS : [ActlL 

Say. Oh ! for that — I love them; 

I love to watch them in the deep blue vault, 
And to compare them with my Myrrha'a eyes ; 
I love to see their rays redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates' wave. 
As the light breeze of midnight crisps the broad 
And rolling water, sighing through the sedges 
"Which frmge his banks : but whether they may be 
Gods, as some say. Or the abodes of gods, 
As others hold, or simply lamps of night, 
Worlds, or the lights of worlds, I know nor care not. 
There *s something sweet in my uncertainty 
I would not change for your Chaldean lore ; 
Besides, I know of these all clay can know 
Of aught above it, or below it — ^nothing. 
I see their brilliancy and feel their beauty — ^ 
When they shine on my gi*ave I shall know neither. 

Bel. For neither, sire, say better, 

Sar. I will wait, 

If it so please you, pontiflP, for that knowledge. 
In the mean time receive your sword, and know 
That I prefer your service militant 
Unto your ministry — not loving either. 

Sal. (aside). His kists have made him mad. Then must I 
save him, 
Spite of himself. 

Sar, Please you to hear me, Satraps ! 

And chiefly thou, my priest, because I doubt thee 
More than the soldier ; and would doubt thee all 
Wert thou not half a wai'rior : let us part 
In peace — 1 11 not say pardon — which must be 
Eam'd by the guilty ; this I *11 not pronounce ye. 
Although upon this breath of mine depends 
Your own ; and, deadlier for yo, on my fears. 
But fear not — for that I am soft, not fearful — 
And so live on. Were I the thing some think me, 
Your heads would now be dripping the last drops 
Of their attainted gore from the high gates 
Of this our palace, into the dry dust. 
Their only portion of the coveted kingdom 
Tbey would be crown'd to reign o'er — ^let that pass. 
As I have said, I will not deem ye go^'i^^T* 
JVoi- c^oom ye guiltless. Albeit "beUcr me\i 
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Than yo or I stand ready to arraign you ; 
And should I leave your fate to sterner judges, 
And proofs of all kinds, I might sacrifice 
Two men, who, whatsoe'er they now are, were 
Once honest. Ye ai*c free, sirs. 

A rb. Sire, this clemency • 

Bd. (irUeiTupHng 1dm). Is worthy of yom'self ; and, although 
innocent. 
We thank 

Sar. Priest ! keep your thanksgivings for Belus ; 

His offspring needs none. 

Bd. But being innocent 

Sar. Be silent. — Quilt is loud. If ye are loyal. 
Ye are injured men, and should be sad, not grateful. 

Bel. So we should be, were justice always done 
By earthly power omnipotent ; but innocence 
Must oft receive her right as a mere favour. 

ISai: That 's a good sentence for a homily. 
Though not for this occasion. Prithee keep it 
To plead thy sovereign's cause before his people. 

Bel. I tinist there is no cause. 

Sar. No caiwe, perhaps; 

But many causers : — if ye meet with such 
In the exercise of your inquisitive function 
On earth, or should you read of it in heaven 
In some mysterious twinkle of che stars. 
Which are your chronicles, I pray you note, 
TTiat there are worse things betwixt earth and heaven 
Than him who ruleth many and slays none ; 
And, hating not himself, yet loves his fellows 
Enough to spare even those who would not spare him 
Were they once masters — but that 's doubtful. Satraps ! 
Your swords and persons are at liberty 
To use them as ye will — ^but from this hour 
I have no call for either. Salemenes ! 
Follow me. 

{Exeunt Sabdakapalus, Saleuexes, and the Trains Ac., 
leaving Arbaces and Seleses. 

Arh. Beleses ! 

Bd, Now, what think you ? 

Arb. That we are lost. 

Bd. That we \ia.ve ^^' oxi 'Otv^ V^Si'ij^^^^ 

Jrd. }Vhab ? thus suspected— witAi Wie ^o^c^ ^v^^*^ ^ ^^ ^^^ 
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But by a single hair, and that still wavcnng; 
To bo blown down by his imperious breath 
Which spared us — why, I know not. 

Bel. Seek not why ; 

But let us profit by the interval. 
The hour is still our own — our power the same — 
The night the same we destined. He hath changed 
Nothing except our ignorance of all 
Suspicion into such a certainty 
As must make madness of delay. 

Arh. And yet 

£cL What, doubting still? 

Arb, He spared our lives, nay, more, 

Saved them &om Salemenes. 

JBd. And how long 

Will he so spare ? till the firet drunken minute. 

Arb. Or sober, rather. Yet he did it nobly; 
Gave royally what we had forfeited 
Basely 

Bel. Say bmvely. 

Arb. Somewhat of both, perhaps. 

But it has touch'd me, and, whate'er betide, 
I will no further on. 

Bel. And lose the world ! 

Arb. Lose any thing except my own esteem. 

Bel. I blush that we shoidd owe our lives to such 
A king of distaffs 1 

Arb. But no less we owe them ; 

And* I should blush far more to take the grantor's ! 

Bel, Thou may'st endure whate'er thou wilt — the 
stars 
Have wTitten otherwise. 

Arb. Though they came down. 

And mai*shaird mo the way in all their brightness, 
I would not follow. 

Bel. This is weakness — worse 

Than a scared beldam's dreaming of the dead, 
And waking in the dark. — Go to — go to. 

Arb. Methought he look'd like Nimrod as he spoke, 
Uveu 03 the proud imperial statue stands 
Looking the monarch of iheldn^ «rou\i^v\., 
And sways, while they but omaaDaeTit, V>aa W^y. 
^a. I told you that you had too muoV ^««VAa^^\ttMv, 
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And that tiicre was some royalty within him — 
What then? he is the nobler foe. 

Arb. But we 

The meaner. — Would he had not spared us ! 

Bel, So— 

Wouldst thou be sacrificed thus readily ? 

Arb. No — ^but it had been better to have died 
Than live ungrateful. 

BeL Oh, the souls of some men ! 

Thou wouldst digest what some call treason, and 
Fools treachery — and, behold, upon the sudden^ 
Because for something or for nothing, this 
Rash reveller steps, ostentatiously, 
'Twixt thee and Salemenes, thou art tum'd 
Into — what shall I say ? — Sardanapalus ! 
I know no name more ignominious. 

Arb, But 

An hour ago, who dared to term me such 
Had held his life but lightly — as it is, 
I must forgive you, even as he forgave us — 
Scmii-amis herself would not have done it. 

Bel. No— the queen liked no sharers of the kingdom, 
Not even a husband. 

Alb. I must serve him truly — - 

Bel. And humbly ? 

Arb. No, sir, proudly — ^beiug honest. 

I shall be nearer thrones than you to heaven ; 
And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofty. 
You may do your own deeming — j'ou have codes, 
And mysteries, and corollaries of 
Right and wi'ong, which I lack for my direction. 
And must pursue but what a plain heart teaches 
And now you know me. 

Bel, Have you finish'd ? 

Arb. Yes — 

With you. 

Bel. And would, perhaps, betray as well 

As quit me ? 

Arb. That 's a sacerdotal thought, 

And not a soldier's. 

Bel, Be it what you will — 

Truce with these wranglings, and b\i\. \\^«c "ma. 

Jrd, "^^ — 
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Thei-e is moro peril in your subtle spirit 
Than in a phalanx. 

Bd. If it must be so^ 

I '11 on alone. 

Arb, Alone I 

Bel. Thrones hold but one. 

Arb. But this is fill'd. 

Bd. With worse than vacancy — 

A despised mdnarch. Look to it, Arbaces : 
I have still aided, cherish'd, loved, and urged you ; 
Was willing even to serve you, in the hope 
To serve and save Assyria. Heaven itself 
Seem'd to consent, and all events were friendly. 
Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
Into a shallow softness ; but now, rather 
Than see my country languish, I will be 
Her saviour or the victim of her tyrant, 
Or one or both, for sometimes both are one ; 
And if I win, Arbaces is my servant. 

Arb. Your servant ! 

Bd^. Why not ? better than be slave, 

The pardm'd slave of sJie Sardanapalus ! 

Filter Pania. 

Pan. My lords, I bear an order from the king. 

Arb. It is obey'd ere spoken. 

Bel. Notwithstanding, 

Let 's hear it. 

Pan. Forthwith, on this very night, 

Repair to your respective satrapies 
Of Babylon and Media. 

Bel. With our troops ? 

Pan. My order is unto the satraps and 
Their household train. 

Arb. But 

Bel. It must be obey'd : 

Say, we depart. 

Pan. My order is to see you 

Depart, and not to bear your answer. 

^e/. (asidi). Ay 

Well, BIT, we -will accompany yoM\\e\ice. 
Pan. I wUX retire to maralial ioYt\\ \\xe ®^»x^ 
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Of honour which befits your rank, and wait 

Your leisure, so that it the hour exceeds not. [Exit Paxia. 

Bel. Now then obey ! 

Arb, Doubtless. 

Bel. Yes, to the gates 

That grate the palace^ which is now our prison — 
No fiu+her. 

Arb. Thou hast harp'd the truth indeed ! 

The realm itself, in all its wide extension, 
Yawns dungeons at each step for thee and me. 

Bel. Graves ! 

Arb. If I thought so, this good sword should dig 

One more than mine. 

Bel. It shall have work enough. 

Let me hope better than thou augurest ; 
At present, let us hence as best wo may. 
Thou dost agree with me in understanding 
This order as a sentence ? 

Ai'b. Why, what other 

Interpretation should it bear ? it is 
The very policy of orient monarchs — 
Pardon and poison — favours and a sword — 
A distant voyage, and an eternal sleep. 
How many satraps in his father's time — 
For he I own is, or at least was, bloodless — 

Bel. But will not, can not be so now. 

Arb. I doubt it. 

How many satraps have I seen set out 
In his sire's day for mighty vice-royalties, 
AVhose tombs are on their path ! I know not how, 
But they all sickcn'd by the way, it was 
So long and heavy. 

Bel. Let us but regain 

The free air of the city, and we '11 shoi-ten 
The journey. 

Arb. *T will bo shorten'd at the gates. 

It may be. 

Bd. No ; they hardly will risk that. 

They mean us to die privately, but not 
Within the palace or the city walls. 
Where we are known, and may have partisans : 
If they had meant to slay us here, wo were 
No longer with the living. Let \\a\v<iii^Q. 
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A rh. If I but thought he did not mean my life 



Bel. Fool ! hence — what else should despotism alarm*d 
Me;m ] Let us but rejoin our troops, and march. 

Arb, Towards our provinces? 

Uel. No ; towards your kingdom. 

There's time, there's heaii;, and hope, and power, and 

means, 
Which their half measures leave us in full scope. — 
Away ! 

Arb. And I even yet repenting must 
Kelnpse to guilt ! 

Bel. Self-defence is a virtue. 

Solo bulwark of all right. Away, I say ! 
Let 's leave this place, the air grows thick and choking. 
And the walls Lave a scent of night-shade — ^lience I 
Let us not leave them time for ^rther council. 
Our quick departure proves our civic zeal ; 
Our quick departure hinders our good escoi-t. 
The worthy Pania, from anticipatmg 
The orders of some parasangs from hence : 

Nay, there *s no other choice, but hence, I say. 

lEx'it with Arbaces, uho/oUoics reluctantly.^ 

Enter Sardanapalus and Salemekes. 

Sar. Well, all is remedied, and without bloodshed. 
That worst of mockeries of a remedy ; 
We are now secure by these men's exile. 

SaJ. Yes, 

As he who treads on flowers is from the adder 
Twined round theu* roots. 

Sar. Why, what wouldst have me do? 

Sal. Undo what you have done. 

Sar. Revoke my pardon ? 

Sal. Replace the crown now tottering on your temples. 

Sar, That were tyi*annical. 

Sal, But sure. 

Sar. We are so. 

WTiat danger can they work upon the frontier ? 

Sal. They are not there yet — never should they be so, 
Were I well Jisfcen'd to. 
San ^ay , 1 ^o-ve \\«,\.Qi\i ^ 

Jmpai-tially to thee— why not to tVieml . 



i 
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Sal. You may know that hereafter ; as it is, 
I take my leave to order forth the guard. 

Sar, And you will joirf us at the banquet ? 

Sal. Sire, 

Dispense with me — I am no wassailer : 
Command me in all service save the Bacchant's. 

Sar. Nay, but *t is fit to revel now and then. 

Sal. And fit that some should watch for those who revel 
Too oft. Am I permitted to depart ? 

Saj: Yes Stay a moment, my good Salemenes, 

My brother, my best subject, better prince 

Than I am king. You should have been the monarch, 

And I — I know not what, and cai-e not; but 

Hiink not I am insensible to all 

Thine honest wisdom, and thy rough yet kind. 

Though oft reproving, sufferance of my follies. 

If I have spared these men against thy counsel, 

That is, their lives — it is not that I doubt 

The advice was sound ; but, let them live : we will not 

Cavil about their lives — so let them mend them. 

Their banishment will leave me still sound sleep, 

"Which their death had not left me. 

Sal. Thus you run 

Qlie risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors — 
A moment's pang now changed for years of ciime. 
Still let them be made quiet 

Sar. Tempt me not ; 

My word is past. 

Sal. But it may be recall'd. 

Sar. *T is royal. 

Sal. And should therefore be decisive. 

This half indulgence of an exile sei-ves 
But to provoke — a pardon should be full, 
Or it is none. 

Sat: And who persuaded me 

After I had repeal'd them, or at least 
Only dismiss'd them from our presence, who 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies ? 

Sal. True ; that I had forgotten ; that is, sire, 
If they e'er reach'd their satrapies — why, then, 
Reprove me more for my advice. 

Sar. Axi^\i 

Tbejr do not reach them— look to \\i \— \il «aSsX;^» 
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In safety, mark me — and security — 
Look to thine own. 

Sal. Permit me to Hopart ; 

Their safety shall be cared for. 

Sar. Get thee hence, then ; 

And, prithee, think more gently of thy brother. 

Sal, Sire, I shall ever duly sei've my sovereign. 

[Exit SALKinirss. 

Sar. {sdus). That man is of a temper too severe ; 
Hard but as lofty as the rock, and free 
From all the taints of common eai-th — while I 
Am softer clay, impregnated with flowers : 
But as our mould is, must the produce be. 
If I have err'd this time, 't m on the side 
Where error sits most lightly on that sense, 
I know not what to call it ; but it reckons 
With me ofttimes for pain, and sometimes pleaaure ; 
A spirit which seems placed about my heart 
To count its throbs, not quicken them, and ask 
Questions which mortal never dared to ask me, 
Nor Baal, though an oracular deity — ^4 
Albeit his marble face mnjestical 
Frowns as the shadows of the evening dim 
His brows to changed expression, till at times 
I think the statue looks in act to speak. 
Away with these vain thoughts, I will be joyous — 
And here comes Joy's true herald. 

Enter Myreha. 

Myr. King ! the sky 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder. 
In clouds that seem approaoliing fast, and show 
In forked flashes a commanding tempest. 2* 
Will you then quit the palace ? 

Sar. Tempest, say'st thou ? 

Myr. Ay, my good lord. 

Sar. For my own part, I should be 

Not ill content to vary the smooth scene, 
And watch the warring elements ; but this 
Would little suit the silken garments and 
Smooth faces of our festive frienda. ^a.^j'^^xxV-a., 
Art thou of thosQ who dread tlie roax ot c\o^x^^^ 
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Myr, In my own country we respect tlieir voices 
As auguries of Jove. ^ 

Sar, Jove ! — ay, your Baal — 

Ours also has a property in thunder, 
And ever and anon some falling bolt 
Proves his divinity, — and yet sometimes 
Strikes his own altars. 

Myr. That were a dread omen. 

Sar. Yes — for the priests. AVell, we will not go forth 
Beyond the palace walls to-night, but mako 
Our feast within. 

Myr. Now, Jove be praised ! that he 

Hath heard the prayer thou wouldst not hear. The gods 
Are kinder to thee than thou to thyself, 
And flash this storm between thee and thy foes, 
To shield thee from them. 

Sar. Child, if there be peril, 

Methinks it is the same within these walls 
As on the river's brink. 

Myi'. Not so ; these walls 

Are high and strong, and guarded. Treason has 
To penetrate through many a winding way, 
And massy portal ; but in the pavilion 
There is no bulwai'k. ^ 

Sar. No, nor in the palace, 

Nor in the fortress, nor upon the top 
Of cloud-fenced Caucasus, where the eagle sits 
Nested in pathless clefts, if treacheiy be : 
Even as the aiTow finds the airy king, 
The steel will reach the earthly. But be calm ; 
The men, or innocent or guilty, «re 
Banish'd, and far upon their way. 

Myr, They live, then ? 

Sar. So sanguinary ? 17ioit I 

Myr, I would not shrink 

From just infliction of due punishment 
On those who seek your life : were 't otherwise, 
I should not merit mine. Besides, you heard 
The piincely Salemenes. 

Sar. This is strange ; 

The gentle and the austere ai*e both against me. 
And urge me to revenge. 
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Sin\ But not a kingly one — I '11 none ont; or 
If ever I indulge in 't, it shall be 
With kings — my equals. 

Mj/r. These men sought to be so. 

Sar. Myrrha, this is too feminine, and springs 
From fear 

Mi/r. For you. 

Sai\ No matter, still *t is fear. 

I have observed your sex, once roused to wrath, 
Ai*e timidly vindictive to a pitch 
Of perseverance, which I would not copy. 
I thought you were exem}»t from this, as from 
The childish helplessness of Asian women.^ 

3f »/)•. My lord, I am no boaster of my love. 
Nor of my attributes ; I have shared your splendour, 
And will partake your fortunes. You may live 
To find one slave more true than subject myriads 
But this the gods avert ! I am content 
To be beloved on ti*ust for what I feel. 
Rather than prove it to you in your griefs, ^ 
Which might not yield to any cares of mine. 

Sar. Grief cannot come where perfect love exists, 
Except to heighten it, and vanish from 
That which it could not scare away. Let 's in — 
The hour approaches, and we must prepare 
To meet the invited guests wlio gi-ace our feast. 



ACT III. 

Scene I. — TTie Hall of (he Palace t//umtnated— Sabdanapalus and 
his Guests at Table. — A storm icithout, and Thunder occasionalli/ 
heard during the Banquet. 

Sar. Fill full ! wHy this is as it should be : here 
Is my true realm, amidst bright eyes and faces 
Happy as fair ! Here sorrow cannot reach. 

Zam. Nor elsewhere — where the king is, pleasure sparkles. 

Sar. Is not this better how than Nimrod's huntings, 
Or my wild grandam's chase in search of kingdoms 
Slie could not keep when conquer'd? 

27iejr were, as sill thy royal Un© U^\e\>^^ix, 
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Yet none of those wlio went before Lave reacli'd 

The acmd of Sardanapalus, who 

Has placed his joy in peace — the sole true glory. 

Sar. And pleasure, good Altada, to which glory 
Is but the path. What is it that we seek ? 
Enjoyment ! We have cut the way short to it. 
And not gone tracking it through human ashes, 
Making a grave with every footstep. 

Zam, No ; 

All hearts are happy, and all voices bless 
The king of peace, who holds a world in jubilee. 

Sar. Art sure of that ] I have heard otherwise ; 
Some say that there be traitors. 

Zam, Traitors they 

Who dare to say so ! — 'T is impossible. 
What cause ? 

Sar. What cause ? true, — ^fiU the goblet up ; 

We will not think of them : there are none sucb, 
Or if there be, they are gone. 

Alt Guests, to my pledge ! 

Down on your knees, and drink a measure to 
The safety of the king — the monarch, say I ? 
llie god Sai'danapalus ! 

[Zambs and the Guests kneel, and exclaim-^ 

Mightier than 
His father Baal, the god Sardanapalus I 

[It thunders as they kneel ; some start up in coiifusion. 

Zam, Why do you rise, my friends ? in that sti*ong peal 
His father gods consented. 

Myr. Menaced, rather. 

King, wilt thou bear this mad impiety ? 

Sar. Impiety 1 — ^nay, if the sires who reign'd 
Before me can be gods, I '11 not disgrace 
Their lineage. But arise, my pious friends ; 
Hoard your devotion for the thunderer there : 
I seek but to be loved, not worshipped. 

AU, Both— 

Both you must ever be by all true subjects. 

Sar. Methiuks the thimders still increase : it is 
An awful night. 

Myr. Oh yes, for those who have 

No palace to protect their woraViippeY^. 

tSar. That *8 true, my Myrv\ia*, wv^ Q0\3\a.\ ^li:^^'^ 
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Ikly realm to one wide shelter for the wretched, 
I 'd do it 

Myr. Thou ^vi no god, then, not to be 
Able to work a will so good and general, 
As thy wish would imply. 

Sar, And your gods, then, 

Who can, and do not ? 

Myr. Do not speak of that. 

Lest we provoke them. 

Sar, True, they love not censure 

Better than mortals. Friends, a thought has struck me : 
Were there no temples, would there, think ye, be 
Air worshippers ? that is, when it is angry. 
And pelting as even now. - 

Myr. The Persian prays 

Upon his mountain. 

Sar. Yes, when the sun shines. 

Myi\ And I would ask if this your palace were 
Unroof 'd and desolate, how many flatterers 
Would lick the dust in which the king lay low ? 

Alt. The fair Ionian is too sarcastic 
Upon a nation whom she knows not well ; 
The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king's. 
And homage is their pride. 

Sar. Nay, pardon, guests, 

The fair Greek's readiness of speecli 

Alt, Pardon t sire: 

We honour her of all things next to tliee. 
Hark ! what was that ? 

Zam. That ! nothing but the jar 

Of diataht portals shaken by the wind. 

Alt, It sounded like the clash of — hai*k again I 
Zam. The big rain pattering on the roof. 

Sur. No more. 

MyiTha, my love, hast thou thy shell in order? 
Sing me a song of Sappho, her, thou know'st, 
Who in thy country threw 

Enter Paxia, tcith his aword and garments hloodj/t ««d disordered. 

The ffuesls rise in confusion. 

J^an. (to t?ie Guards), "Loot \.o \.\ve^ ^w^'^Sia', 

^ind with your be;3t speed to tlie ^olYa vj\\Xiq\>.\.. 
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Yom* arms ! To amis 1 The king 's in danger. Monarch 
Excuse tliis haste, — 't is faith. 

Sar. Speak on. 

Pan, It is 
As Salemenes fear'd ; the faithless satraps 

Sar. You are wounded — give some wine. Take breath, 
good Pania. 

Pan. 'T is nothing — a mere flesh wound. I am worn 
More with my speed to warn my sovereign, 
Than hurt in his defence. 

Afyi'. Well, sir, the rebels ? 

Pan. Soon as Arbaces and Belescs reach'd 
Their stations in the city, they refused 
To march ; and on my attempt to -use the power 
Which I was delegated with, they call'd 
Upon their troops, who rose in fierce defiance. 

Myr. All? 

Pan. Too many. 

Sar. Spare not of thy free speech, 

To spare mine ears the truth. 

Pan. My own slight guai-d 

Were faithful, and what 's left of it is still so. 

Mi/r. And are these all the force still faithful ? 

Pan. No — 

The Bactiians, now led on by Salemenes, 
Who even then was on his way, still urged 
By strong suspicion of the Median chiefs, 
Are numerous, and make strong head against 
The rebels, fighting inch by inch, and formiug 
An orb aroimd the palace, where they mean 
To centre all their force, and save' the king. 
{He hesitates.) I am charged to 

Myr. *T is no time for hesitation. 

Pan. Prince Salemenes doth implore the king 
To arm himself, although but for a moment. 
And show himself unto the soldiers : his 
Sole presence in this instant might do more 
Than hosts can do in his behalf. 

Sar. What, ho ! 

My armour there. 

Myr. And wilt thou ? 

Sar. WiWlTiQU 

Bo, there ! — hut seek not for Ike \)\icWVeY '. 'Vva 
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Too heavy : — a light cuirass and my sword. 
Where are the rebels ? 

Pan. Scarce a furlong's length 

From the outward wall the fiercest conflict rages. 

Sai\ Then I may charge on horseback. Sfero, ho ! 
Order my horse out. — There is space enough 
Even in our courts, and by the outer gate, 
To marshal half the horsemen of Arabia. 

lExit SFERo/or tfuf armour, 

Myr. How I do love thee ! 

Sar. I ne'er doubted it. 

Myr. But now I know thee. 

Sar. {to his Attendant). Bring down my spear too. — 
Where's Salemenea? 

Pan. WTiere a soldier should be, 

In the thick of the fight. 

Sar. Then hasten to him ^Is 

The path still open, and communication 
Left twixt the palace and the phalanx 

Pan. 'Twaa 

"NMien I late left him, and I have no fear : 
Our troops were steady, and the phalanx foi*m'd. 

Sar. Tell him to spare his peraon for the present, 
And that I will not spare my own — and say, 
I come. 

Pan. There's victory in the very word. lExU Pania. 

Sar. Altada — Zames — forth, and arm ye ! There 
Is all in readiness in the armoury. 
See that the women are bestow'd in safety 
In the remote apartments : let a guard 
Be set before them, with strict charge to quit 
The post but with their lives — command it, Zames. 
Altada, arm yourself, and return here ; 
Your post is near our person. 

lExeunt Zahes, Altada, and all save Mtbrha. 

Enter Sfero and others with the King's AnnSf S^c, 

Sfe. King ! your armour. 

Sar. {aiming himself). Give me the cun*ass — so: my 
baldric; now 
Mjr sword t I had forgot Uie W\m— nnXi^x^ viVtl 
TJmt *e well— no, 'tia tooUoax^ \ ^^Q>xm\aX»)t^A^^i^ 
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It was not this I meant, but that which bears 
A diadem around it. 

Sfe, Sire, I dcem'd 

That too conspicuous from the precious stones 
To risk your sacred brow beneath — and trust me, 
This is of better metal, though less rich. 

Sar. You deem'd 1 Are you.too turu'd a rebel? Fellow ! 
Your part is to obey : return, and — no — 
It is too late — I will go forth without it. 

Sfe. At least, wear this. 

Sar, Weai* Caucasus ! why, 't is 

A mountain on my temples. 

Sfe. Sire, the meanest 

Soldier goes not foi*th thus exposed to battle. 
All men will recognise you — for the storm 
Has ceased, and the moon breaks forth in her brightness. 

Sar. I go forth to be recognised, and thus 
Shall be so sooner. Now — ^my spear ! I'm arm'd. 

[7n going stops s/iort, and turns to Sfero. 
Sfero — I had forgotten — ^bring the mirror.*' 

Sfe. The mirror, sire 1 

Sai: Yes, sir, of polish'd brass, 

Brought from the spoils of India — ^but be speedy. 

lExU Sfero. 

Sai\ MyiTha, retire unto a place of safety. 
Why went you not forth with the other damsels ? 

Myr. Because my place is here. 

Sar. And when I am gone^— 

Mp\ I follow. 

Sar. You 1 to battle % 

Myr. If it were so, 

'T were not the first Greek girl had trod the path. 
I will await here your return. 

Sar. The place 

Is spacious, and the first to be sought out, 
If they prevail ; and, if it be so. 
And I return not 

Myr. Still we meet again. 

Sar. How? 

3fyr. In the spot where all must meet at last — 
In Hades ! if there be, as I believe, 
A shore beyond the Styx ; and if there be not> 
In ashes. 

VOL. I, ** 
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Sar. Barest thou so much ? 

Myr. I dare all things 

Except survive what I have loved, to be 
A rebel's booty : forth, and do your bravest. 

Rt-enler Sfero with the min'or. 

Sar, {looJcing at himsdf). This cuii*ass fits me well, the 
baldric better, 
And the helm not at alL Me thinks I seem 

\_Fling8 away the helmet after tiying U again. 

Passing well in these toys; and now to prove them. 
Altada ! Where 's Altada ? 

Sfe, "Waiting, sire, 

Without : he has your shield in readiness. 

Sar. True ; I forgot he is my shield-bearer 
By right of blood, derived from age to age. 
Myrrha, embrace me ; — ^yet once more — once more — 
Love me, whate'er betide. My chiefest glory 
Shall be to make me worthier of your love. 

Myr, Go forth, and conquer ! 

[Exeunt Sabdanapalus and Sfbbo.^* 
- Now, I am alone. 
All are gone forth, and of that all how few 
Perhaps return. Let him but vanquish, and 
Me perish ! If he vanquish not, I peiish ; 
For I will not outlive him. He has wound 
About my heart, I know not how nor why. 
Not for that he is king ; for now his kingdom 
Kocks underneath his throne, and the earth yawns 
To yield him no more of it than a grave ; 
And yet I love him more. Oh, mighty Jove ! 
Forgive this monstrous love for a bai'barian. 
Who knows not of Olympus ! yes, I love him 

Now, now, far more than Hark — to the war shout ! 

Methinks it nears me. If it should be so, 

[She draws forth a small rial. 
This cunning Colchian poison, which my father 
Learn'd to compound on Euxine shores, and taught me 
How to preserve, shall free me 1 It had freed me 
Long ere this hour, but that I loved, until 
I half forgot I viras a slave •.— w^iere ?iW. 
Arc skves save one, and proud oi s«ra\.\x^o. 
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So tbey are served in turn by something lower 
In the degree of bondage, we forget 
That shackles worn like ornaments no less 
Are chains. Again that shout ! and now the clash 
Of arms — and now — and now 

Enter Altada. 

AU. Ho, Sfero, ho ! 

Mifi\ He is not here ; what wouldst thou with him ? How 
Goes on the conflict ? 

Alt Dubiously and fiercely. 

Myi\ And the king ? 

Alt, Like a king. I must find Sfero, 

And bring him a new spear with his own helmet. 
He fights till now bai*e-headed, and by far 
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his face. 
And the foe too ; and in the moon's broad light. 
His silk tiara and his flowing hair 
Make him a mark too royal. Every arrow 
Is pointed at the fair hair and fair features. 
And the broad fillet which crowns both. 

Myr, Ye gods, 

Who fulminate o'er my fathei-^s land, protect him ! 
Were you sent by the king ? 

Alt. By Salemenes, 

Who sent me privily upon this charge. 
Without the knowledge of the careless sovereign. 
The king ! the king fights as he revels ! ho ! 
What, Sfero ! I will seek the armoury — 
He must be there. lExit Altada. 

Myr. 'Tis no dishonour — no — 

*Tis no dishonour to have loved this man. 
I almost wish now, what I never wish'd 
Before, that he were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in wearing Lydian Omphale's 
She-garb, and wielding her vile distaff; surely 
He, who springs up a Hercules at once. 
Nursed in effeminate arts from youth to manhood. 
And rushes from the banquet to the battle, 
As though it were a bed of love, deserves 
That a Greek girl should be his paramouv, 
And a Greek bard his minstrel, a Greek. \.otc^ 
Hie monument How goes tlie Btr\£e, ^"^ 
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Enter an Officer, 

Officer*. Lost, 

Lost almost past recovery. Zames ! ^Vllere 
Is Zames ? 

Myr. Posted with the guard appointed 
To watch before the apartment of the women. 

lExH Officer, 

Myr, {sola). He *s gone ; and told no more than that all's 
lost! 
What need have I to know more ? In those words, 
Those little words, a kingdom and a king, 
A line of thirteen ages, and the lives 
Of thousands, and the fortune of all left 
With life, are merged ; and I, too, with the great. 
Like a small bubble breaking with the wave 
Which bore it, shall be nothing. At the least. 
My fate is in my keeping : no proud victor 
Shall count me with his spoils. 

Enter Paxia. 

Pan, Away with m^ 

Myrrha, without delay ; we must not lose 
A moment — all that *s left us now. 

Myr, The king ? 

Pan. Sent me here to conduct you hence, beyond 
The river, by a secret passage. 

Myi\ Then 

He lives 

Pan, And charged me to secure yom» life. 

And beg you to live on for his sake, till 
He can rejoin you. 

Myr, Will he then give way ? 

Pan, Not till the laat. Still, still he does whate'er 
Despair can do ; and step by step disputes 
The very palace. 

Myr. They are here, then : — ay. 

Their shouts come linging through the ancient halls. 
Never profaned by rebel echoes till 
This fatal night. Farewell, Assyria's line I 
Fai'ewell to all oi Nimrod I Even the name 
Is now DO more. 
Pan, Away "wiOci me— wm.^ \ 
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Myr. No : 1 11 die here ! — Away, and tell your king 
I loved him to the last. 



Enter Sabdakapalus and Salembkbs with Soldiers. Pania quits 
Mtbbha, and ranges himself with them. 

Bar, Since it is thus, 

We '11 die where we were bom — in our own halls. 
Serry your ranks — stand finn. I have despatch'd 
A trusty satrap for the guard of Zames, 
All fresh and faithful ; they '11 be here anon. 
All is not over. — Pania, look to Myn-ha. 

[Pania returns (oicards Mybbha.. 

Sal. We have breathing time ; yet once more charge, ni^ 
friends — 
One for Assyria ! 

Sar. Rather say for Bactria ! 

My faithful Bactrians, I will henceforth be 
King of your nation, and we'll hold together 
This realm as province. 

Sal. Hark 1 they come — ^they come. 

JEnter Beleses and Abbaces with the Rebels. 

Arh. Set on, we have them in the toil. Charge ! charge ! 

Bel. On ! on ! — Heaven fights for us, and with us — On ! 

[They charge the King and Salbhrkes with their troops, who 
defend themselves till the ar7'ival of Zahes with tfie Guard 
before mentioned. The Rebels are then driven off, and pur- 
sued by Salekbnes, if-c. As the King is going to Join the 
pursuit, Beleses crosses him. 

Bd, Ho ! tyrant — I will end this war. 

Sar. Even so. 

My warlike priest, and precious prophet, and 
Grateful and trusty subject : yield, I pray thee. 
I would reserve thee for a fitter doom. 
Bather than dip my hands in holy blood. 

Bd. Thine hour is come. 

Sar. No, thine. — I've lately read. 

Though but a young astrologer, the stars ; 
And ranging round the zodiac, found thy fate 
In the sign of the Scorpion, wlucb. ■^xoQ&vma 
That thou wilt now be cnish'd. 
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Bel. But not by thee. 

{They fight; Bblbses is wounded and disarmed. 

Sar. (raising his sword to despcUch him, exclaims) — 

Now call upon thy planets, will they shoot 

From the sky to preserve their seer and credit ? 

lA parti/ of Rebels enter and rescue Bklksks. They OrSsail the 
King, n/io, in turn, is rescued by a Party qf his Soldiers, 
who drive the Rebels off. 

The villain was a prophet after alL 
Upon them — ^ho ! there — ^victory is ours. 

\Exit in pursuit. 

Myr, (to Pan.) Pui-sue ! Why stand'st thou here, and 
leavest the ranks 
Of fellow-soldiers conquering without tlice ? 

JPan. The king's command was not to quit thee.. 

Myr. Me / 

Think not of me — a single soldier's arm 

Must not be wanting now. I ask no guai'd, 

I need no guard : what, with a world at stake, 

Keep watch upon a woman ? Hence, I say. 

Or thou ai*t shamed ! Nay, then, / will go forth, 

A feeble female, 'midst their desperate strife. 

And bid thee guard me iliere — ^where thou shouldst shield 

Thy sovereign. 

lExit Myrbha. 

Pan. Yet stay, damsel ! — She 's gone. 

If aught of ill betide her, better I 

Had lost my life. Sai*danapalus holds her 

Far dearer than his kingdom, yet he fights 

For that too ; and can I do less than he. 

Who never flash'd a scimitar till now ? 

Myrrha, return, and I obey you, though 

In disobedience to the monarch. [Exit Paxia. 

Enter Altada and Sfero by an opposite door. 

Alt. Myrrha ! 

What, gone ? yet she was here when the fight raged, 
And Pania also. Can aught have befallen them ? 

Sfe. I saw both safe, when late the rebels fled ; 
They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to the harem. 

JProre victor, as it seems even iio\?\i© mA^-t, 
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And miss his own Ionian, we are doom'd 
To worse than captive rebels. 

Sfe, Let us trace them ; 

She cannot be fled far ; and, found, she makes 
A richer prize to our soft sovereign 
Than his recover'd kingdom. 

Alt. Baal himself 

Ke'er fought more fiercely to win empire, than 
His silken son to save it : he defies 
All augury of foes or friends ; and like 
The close and sultry summer's day, which bodes 
A twilight tempest, bursts forth in such thunder 
As sweeps the air and deluges the earth. 
The man 's inscrutable. 

Sfe, Not more than others. 

All are the sons of circumstance : away — 
Let 's seek the slave out, or prepare to be 
Tortur'd for his infatuation, and 
Condemn'd without a crime. iExeuit. 

Enler Salemenes and Soldiers, Si'c. 

Sal. The triumph is 

Flattering : they are beaten backward from the palace, 
And we have open'd regular access 
To the troops statlon'd on the other side 
Euphrates, who may still be true ; nay, must be, 
When they hear of our victory. But where 
Is the chief victor ? where 's the king ? 

Enter Sardanapalus, cum suis, 4r. and Mybqha. 

Sai\ Here, brother.** 

ScU. Unhurt, I hope. 

Sar. Not quite ; but lot it pass. 
We' ve clcar'd the palace 

Sal And I trust the city. 

Our numbers gather ; and I 've order'd onward 
A cloud of Parthians, hitherto reserved, 
All fresh and fiery, to be pour'd upon them 
In their retreat, which soon will be a flight. 

Sar. It is already, or at least they march'd 
Faster than I could follow with my Bactrians, 
Who spared no speed. I am spent *. ^n& "ma %. ^«i»^ 



\ 
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Sal. There stands the throne, sire. 

Sar. 'T is no place to rest on, 

For mmd nor body : let me have a couch, 

[_T%ey place a teat, 
A peasant's stool, I care not what : so— now 
I breathe more freely. 

Scd. This great hour has proved 

The brightest and most glorious of your life. 

Sar. And the moat tiresome. Where 's my cupbearer 1 
Bring me some water. 

Sal. (smiling). 'T is the firat time he 

Ever hsid such an order : even I, 
Your most austere of counsellors, would now 
Suggest a purpler beverage. 

Sai'. Blood — doubtless. 

But there *s enough of that shed ; as for wine, 
I have learn'd to-night the price of the pui'e element : 
Thrice have I drank of it, and thrice renew'd. 
With greater strength than the grape ever gave me, 
My charge upon the rebels. Where *b the soldier 
Who gave me water in his helmet ? 

One of the Guards. Slain, sire I 

An arrow pierc'd his brain, while, scattering 
The last drops from his helm, he stood in act 
To place it on his brows. 

Sar. Slain ! unrewarded ! 

And slain to serve my thii-st : that 's hard, poor slave ! 
Had he but lived, I would have gorged him with 
Gold : all the gold of earth could ne'er repay 
The pleasure of that draught ; for I was parch'd 
As I am now. [They bring water— he drinkt. 

I live again — from henceforth 
The goblet I reserve for hours of love, 
But war on water. 

Sal. And that bandage, sire, 

Which girds your arm ? 

Sar. A scratch from brave Beleses. 

Myr. Oh ! he is wounded ! 

Sar. Not too much of that ; 

And yet it feels a IHtle stiff and painful, 
Now I am cooler. 

Jf?/7\ You have "ViowwtV \V. -^V^ 

Sa2\ The RJlet of my diadem: tUe ?iYa^ Xiww^ 
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That ornament was ever aught to me, 
Save an incumbrance. 

Myr, (to the Attendants). Summon speedily 
A leech of the most skilful : pray, retire : 
I will imbind your wound and tend it. 

Sar. Do so, 

For now it throbs sufficiently : but what 
Know'st thou of woimds ? yet wherefore do I ask ? 
Know'st thou, my brother, where I lighted on 
This minion ? 

ScU. Herding with the other females, 

Like fnghten'd antelopes. 

Sar. No : like the dam 

Of the young lion, femininely raging 
(And femininely meaneth furiously. 
Because all passions in excess arc female,) 
Against the hunter flying with lier cub. 
She urged on with her voice and gesture, and 
Her floating hair and flashing eyes, the soldiers, 
In the pursuit. 

Sal. Indeed ! 

Sar. You see, this night 

Made warriors of more than me. I paused 
To look upon her, and her kindled cheek ; 
Her large black eyes, that flash'd through her long hair 
As it stream'd o'er her ; her blue veins that rose 
Along her most transparent brow ; her nostril 
Dilated from its symmetry ; her lips 
Apart ; her voice that clove through all the din, 
As a lute pierceth through the cymbal's clash, 
Jarr'd but not drown'd by the loud brattling ; her 
Waved arms, more dazzling with their own born whiteness 
Than the steel her hand held, which she caught up 
From a dead soldier's gi*asp ; — all these things made 
Her seem unto the troops a prophetess 
Of victory, or Victory herself. 
Come down to hail us hers. 

Sal. (a>side). This is too much. 

Again the love-fit 's on him, and all 's lost. 
Unless we turn his thoughts. 

(Aloud). But pray thee, sire. 
Think of your wound — ^you said even no'w '\,^«ka^^\5xs\» 

Sar. That 's true, too ; but I must not t^mi^5. ol'\\.. 
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Sal. I have look'd to all things needful, and will now 
Receive reports of progress made in such 
Orders as I had given, and then return 
To hear your further pleasure. 

Sar. Be it so. 

Sal. {in retiring), Myrrha ! 

^f^f>'. Prince ! 

Saf. You have shown a soul to-night^ 

Which, were he not my sister s lord But now 

I have no time : thou lovest the king ? 

Myr. I love 

Siirdauapalus. 

Sal. But wouldst have him king still 

Mt/i\ I would not have him less than what lie should be. 

Sal. Well then, to have him king, and yours, and all 
lie should, or should not be ; to have him live, 
J^t him not sink back into luxury. 
You have more power upon his spirit than 
Wisdom within these walls, or fierce rebellion 
Raging without : look well that he relapse not. 

My?'. There needed not the voice of Salemenes 
To urge me on to this : I will not fail. 
All that a woman's weakness can 

Sal. Is power 

Omnipotent o*er such a heart as his : 
Exert it wisely. C^-^*' Salemenks. 

Sar. MyiTha ! what, at whispers 

With my stem brother 1 I shall soon be jealous. 

Myr. {smiling). You have cause, sire ; for on the earth 
there breathes not 
A man more worthy of a woman's love, 
A soldier's trust, a subject's reverence, 
A king's esteem — the whole world's admiration ! 

Sar. Praise him, but not so warmly. I must not 
Hear those sweet lips grow eloquent in aught 
That throws me into shade ; yet you speak truth. 

Myr. And now retire, to have your wound look*d to. 
Pmy, lean on me. 

Sai\ Yes, love ! but not from pain. 

lExeunt omna. 
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ACT IV. 

SCEKS I. — Saiidaxapalus discovered sleeping upon a Couch, and 
occasionally disturbed in his slumbers, with Mybbha watching. 

Myr, (sola, gazing), I have stolen upon his rest, if rest it be, 
Which thus convulses slumber : shall I wake him 1 
No, he seems calmer. Oh, thou God of Quiet ! 
Whose reign is o'er sealed eyelids and soft dreams. 
Or deep, deep sleep, so as to be unfathom'd, 
Look like thy brother. Death, — so still, so stirless — 
For then we are happiest, as it may be, wo 
Are happiest of all within the realm 
Of thy stem, silent, and un wakening twin. 
Again he moves — again the play of pain 
Shoots o'er his features, as the sudden gust 
Crisps the reluctant lake that lay so calm ^ 
Beneath the mountain shadow ; or the blast 
Ruffles the autumn leaves, that drooping cling 
Faintly and motionless to their loved boughs. 
I must awake him — yet not yet ; who knows 
From what I rouse him ? It seems pain ; but if 
I quicken him to heavier pain ? The fever 
Of this tumultuous night, the grief too of 
His wound, though slight, may cause all this, and shake 
Me more to see than him to suffer. No : 
Let Nature use her own maternal means. 
And I await to second, not disturb her.^^ 

Sar. {awakening). Not so — although ye multiplied the 
stars. 
And gave them to me as a realm to shai-e 
From you and with you ! I would not so purchase 
The empire of eternity. Hence — ^hence — 
Old hunter of the earliest brutes ! and ye, 
Who hunted fellow-creatures as if brutes ! 
Once bloody mortals — and now bloodier idols. 
If your priests lie not I And thou, ghastly beldame ! 
Dripping with dusky gore, and trampling on 
Tlie carcasses of Inde — away ! away ! 

Where am I ? Where the spectres'? \s\iet^— ^^i— ^^ 
Js no fsilse phantom : I should kno^f V^.^'jmAsN. ^ 
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All that the dead dare gloomily raise up 

From their black gulf to daunt the living. Myrrha ! 

Myr. Alas ! thou art pale, and on thy brow the drops 
Gather like night dew. My beloved, hush — 
Calm thee. Thy speech seems of another world, 
And thou art lord of this. Be of good cheer ; 
All will go welL 

Sar. Thy hand — so — ^t is thy hand ; 

*T is flesh ; grasp — clasp — ^yet closer, till I feel 
Myself that which I was. 

Myr. At least know me 

For what I am, and ever must be — ^thine. 

Sar. I know it now. I know this life again. 
Ah, Myrrha ! I have been where we shall be. 
Myr. My lord ! 
Sar. I Ve been i' the grave — where worms are lords. 

And kings are But I did not deem it so ; 

I thought 't was nothing. 

Myr. So it is ; except 

Unto the timid, who anticipate 
That which may never be.^ 

Sar. Oh, Myrrha ! if 

Sleep shows such things, what may not death disclose ? 

Myr. I know no evil death can show, which life 
Has not already shown to those who live 
Embodied longest. If there be indeed 
A shore where mind survives, 't will be as mind. 
All unincorporate : or if there flits 
A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay, 
Which stalks, methinks, between our souls and heaven, 
And fetters us to earth — at least the phantom, 
Whate'er it have to fear, will not fear death. 

Sar. I fear it not ; but I have felt — ^have seen — 
A legion of the dead. 

Myr. And so have I. 

The dust we tread upon was once alive, 
And wretched. But proceed : what hast thou seen ? 
Speak it, 't will lighten thy dimm'd mind. 

Sar. Methought- 



Myr. Yet pause, thou art tired — in pain — exhausted ; all 
Which can impair both strength and spirit : seek 

Mather to sleep again. 
Sar, Not now — l-^^oxA^tioVi 
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Dream ; though I know it now to be a dream 

What I have dreamt : — and canst thou beai* to hear it 1 

Myr, I can bear all things, dreams of life or death, 
Which I participate with you in semblance 
Or full reality. 

Sar. • And this look'd real, 

I toll you : after that these eyes were open, 
I saw them in their flight — for then they fled. 

Myr. Say on. 

Sar, I saw, that is, I dream'd myself 
Here — here — even where we are, guests as we wei*e, 
Myself a host that deem'd himself but guest, 
Willing to equal all in social freedom ; 
But, on my right hand and my left, instead 
Of thee and Zames, and our custom'd meeting, 
Was ranged on my left hand a haughty, dark, 
And deadly face ; I could not recognise it, 
Yet I had seen it, though I knew not where : 
The features were a giant's, and the eye 
Was still, yet lighted ; his long locks curl'd down 
On his vast bust, whence a huge quiver roso 
With shaft-heads feather'd from the eagle's wing,^^ 
That peep'd up bristling through his serpent hair. 
I invited him to fill the cup which stood 
Between us, but he answer'd not ; I fill'd it ; 
He took it not, but stared upon me, till 
I trembled at the fixed glare of his eye : 
I frown'd upon him as a king should frown ; 
He frown'd not in his turn, but look'd upon mo 
With the same aspect, which appall'd me more. 
Because it changed not ; and I tum'd for refuge , 

To milder guests, and sought them on the right, 
Where thou wert wont to bo. But [He pauses. 

Myr. What instead ? 

Sar. In thy own chair — thy own place in the banquet — 
I sought thy sweet face in the circle — ^but 
Instead — a grey-hair*d, wither'd, bloody-eyed. 
And bloody-handed, ghastly, ghostly thing, 
Female in garb, and crown'd upon the brow, 
Furrow'd with years, yet sneering with the passion 
Of vengeance, leering too with that of lust, 
Sate : — my veins curdled. 

^yn la t\iis vxW^. 
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Sar. Upon 

Her right hand — her lank, bird-like, right hand — stood 
A goblet, bubbling o*er with blood ; and on 
Her left, another, fiU'd with — what I saw not. 
But turn'd from it and her. But all along 
The table sate a range of crowned wretches, 
Of vaiious aspects, but of one expression. 

Myi\ And felt you not this a mere vision 1 

Sar. No : 

It was so palpable, I could have touchM them. 
I tum'd from one face to another, in 
The hope to find at last one which I knew 
Ere I saw theirs : but no — all tum'd upon me, 
And stared, but neither ate nor drank, but stared, 
Till I grew stone, as they seem'd half to be, 
Yet breathing stone, for I felt life in them, 
And life in me : there was a horrid kind 
Of sympathy between us, as if they 
Had lost a part of death to come to me, 
And I the half of life to sit by them. 
"We were in an existence all apart 

From heaven or earth ^And rather let me see 

Death all than such a being ! 

Myr. And the end ? 

Sai\ At last I sate, marble, as they, when rose 
The hunter and the crone ; and smUing on me — 
Yes, the enlarged but noble aspect of 
The hunter smiled upon me — I should say. 
His lips, for his eyes moved not — and the woman's 
Thin lips relax'd to something Hke a smile. 
Both^ose, and the crown'd figures on each hand 
Rose also, as if aping their chief shades — 
Mere mimics even in death — but I sate still : 
A desperate courage crept through every limb. 
And at the last I fcar'd them not, but laugh'd 
Full in their phantom faces. But then — then 
The hunter laid his hand on mine : I took it, 
And grasp'd it — but it melted from my own ; 
While he too vanish'd, and left nothing but 
The memory of a hero, for he look'd so. 

Jfyr. And was : the ancestor of heroes, too. 

And thine no Jess. 
^/., Ay, Myrrha, \>m\. \.\wi ^wxiasi* 
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The female Vfho remain'd, she flew upon me, 

And burnt my lips up with her noisome kisses ; 

And, flinging down the goblets on each hand, 

Methought their poisons flow'd around us, till 

Each foim'd a hideous river. Still she clung ; 

The other phantoms, like a row of statues, 

Stood dull as in our temples, but she still 

Embraced me, while I shrunk from her, as if, 

In lieu of her remote descendant, I 

Had been the son who slew her for her incest. 

Then — then — a chaos of all loathsome things 

Throng'd thick and shapeless : I was dead, yet feeling — 

Buried, and raised again — consumed by worms, 

Purged by the flames, and wither'd in the air ! 

I can fix nothing further of my thoughts. 

Save that I long'd for thee, and sought for thee, 

In all these agonies, — and woke and found thee. 

Myr, So shalt thou find me ever at thy side, 
Here and hereafter, if the last may be. 
But think not of these things — ^the mere creations 
Of late events, acting upon a frame 
Unused to toil, yet over-wrought by toil 
Such as might tiy the sternest. 

Sar. 1 am better. 

Now that I see thee once more, what was seen 
Seems nothing. 

Enter Salehenes. 

Sal, Is the king so soon awake ? 

Sar. Yes, brother, and I would I had not slept ; 
For all the predecessoi*s of our line 
Rose up, methought, to drag me down to them. 
My father was amongst them, too ; but he, 
I know not why, kept from me, leaving me 
Between the himter-founder of our race, 
And her, the homicide and husband-killer, 
Whom you call glorious. 

Sal, So I term you also, 

Now you have shown a spirit like to hers. 
By day-break I propose that we set forth. 
And charge once more the rebel crew, who still 
Keep gatheiing head, repulsed, Wt iio\. c^\\\j^ o^'^Yt^, 

A5fe;'. How wears the night ? 
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Sfd. There yet mnain some hoora 

Of darkness : use them for your farther rest. 

fkii'. Xo, not to-night, if 't U not gone : methonght 
I po^Vd hours in that vision. 

yfyr. Scarcely one ; 

I watch'd by you : it was a heavy hour. 
But an hour only. 

Sar. Let us then hold council ; 

To-morrow we set forth. 

S'xl. But ere that time, 

I liad a grace to seek. 

8ar. 'Tis granted, 

Sal. Hear it 

Ere you reply too readfly ; and *t is 
For your ear only. 

Myr. Piince, I take my leave. 

[Exit Mybbha. 

8fd. That slave deserves her freedom. 

Bar. Freedom only ! 

That slave deserves to share a throne. 

Sal. Your patience — 

'T is not yet vacant, and *t is of its partner 
I como to speak with you. 

Sar. How ! of the queen ? 

Sal, Even so. I judged it fitting for their safety, 
That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her children 
For Paphlagonia, where our kinsman Cotta 
Governs ; and there at all events secure 
My nephews and your sons their lives, and with 

them 
Thoir just pretensions to the crown in case 

Sar, I perish — as is probable : well thought — 
Lot them set forth with a sure escort. 

S(d, That 

Is all provided, and the galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates ; ^7 but ere they 
Depart, will you not see 

Bar, Mj sons 1 It way 

Unman my heart, and the poor boys will weep ; 
And what can I reply to comfort them. 
Save with Bome hollow hopes, and ill-worn smiles t 
Von know I cannot feign. 
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At least, I truot so : in a word, the queen 
Kequests to sec you ere you part — for ever 

Sar. Unto what end ? what purpose ? I will gi*ant 
Aught — all that she can ask — but such a meeting. 

Sal. You know, or ought to know, enough of women, 
Since you have studied them so steadilj', 
That what they ask in aught that touches on 
The heart, is dearer to their feelings or 
Their fancy, than the whole external world. 
I think as you do of my sister s wish ; 
But 't was her wish — she is my sister — you 
Her husband — will you gi-ant it ?' 

Sar. 'T will be useless : 

But let her come. 

Sal, I go. [Exit Salemkses. 

Sar, "We have lived asunder 

Too long to meet again — and now to meet ! 
Have I not cares enow, and pangs enow, 
To bear alone, that we must mingle sorrows, 
Who have ceased to mingle love ? 



Rc'enier Salbmenes and Zarixa. 

Sal. My sister 1 Courage : 

Shame not our blood with trembling, but remember 
From whence we sprung. The queen is present, sire. 

Zar. I pray thee, brother, leave me. 

Sal, Since you ask it. 

[Exit Salemekee 

Zar, Alone with him I How many a year has pass'd. 
Though we are still so young, since we have met, 
Which I have worn in widowhood of heart. 
He loved me not : yet he seems little changed — 
Changed to me only — would the change were mutual I 
He speaks not — scarce regards me — ^not a word, 
Nor look — yet he was soft of voice and aspect, 
Tndiflferent, not austere. My lord ! , 

Sar. Zarina ! 

Zar, No, not Zarina — do not say Zarina. 
That tone — that word — annihilate long years, 
And things which make them longer. 

roL. J, ^ 
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To think of tlif se past dreams. Let 's not reproach — 
That is, reproach mo not — for the l<tst time 

Zar. And first, I ne'er reproach'd you. 

Sar. 'T is most true ; 

And that reproof comes heavier on my heart 
Than But our hearts are not in our own power, 

Zar. Nor hands ; but I gave both. 

Sar. Your brother said 

It was your will to see me, ere you went 
From Nineveh with {He hesitates). 

Zar. Our children : it is true. 

I wish'd to thank you that you have not divided 
My heart from all that 's left it now to love — 
Those who arc yours and mine, who look like you, 
And look upon me as you look'd upon me 
Once But they have not changed. 

Sar. Nor ever wilL 

I fain would have them dutiful. 

Zar. I cherish 

Those infants, not alone from the blind love 
Of a fond mother, but as a fond woman. 
They are now the only tie betw^een us. 

Sai'. Deem not 

I have not done you justice : rather make them 
Resemble your own line than their own sire. 
I trust them with you — to you : fit them for 

A throne, or, if that be denied You have heard 

Of this night's timiults ] 

Za/r. I had half forgotten, 

And could have welcomed any grief save yours. 
Which gave me to behold your face again. 

Sar. The throne — I say it not in fear — ^but *t is 
In peril : they perhaps may never mount it ; 
But let them not for this lose sight of it. 
I will dare all things to bequeath it them ; 
But if I fail, then they must win it back 
Bravely — and, won, wear it wisely, not as I . 
Have wasted down my royalty. 

Zar. They ne'er 

Shall know from me of aught but what may honour 
Thoir father's memory. 

The truth from you tbaii £rom ^U^ra>;j\A3^^\;QY\\. 
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If they be in adversity, they '11 learn 
Too soon the scorn of crowds for crownlcss princes. 
And find that all their father's sins are theirs. 
My boys ! — I could have borne it were I childless. 

Zar. Oh ! do not say so — do not poison all 
My peace left, by unwishing that thou weiii 
A father. If thou conquerest, they shall reign, 
And honour him who saved the realm for them, 
So little cared for as his own ; and if 

Sar. *T is lost, all earth will cry out, thank your father ! 
And they will swell the echo with a curse. 

Zar. That they shall never do ; but rather honour 
The name of him, who, dying like a king. 
In his last hours did more for his own memory 
Than many monarchs in a length of days. 
Which date the flight of time, but make no annals. 

Sar. Our annals draw perchance unto their close ; 
But at the least, whate'er the past, their end 
Shall be like their beginning — memorable. 

Zar. Yet be not rash — be careful of your life. 
Live but for those who love. 

Sar. And who are they ? 
A slave, who loves from passion — I '11 not say 
Ambition— she has seen thrones shake, and loves ; 
A few friends who have revell'd till we are 
As one, for they are nothing if I fall ; 
A brother I have injured — children whom 
I have neglected, and a spouse 

Zar, \Mio loves. 

Sar. And pardons ? 

Zar. I have never thought of this, 

And cannot pardon till I have condemn'd. 

Sar. My wife I 

Zar. Now blessings on thee for that word ! 

I never thought to hear it more — from thee. 

Sar. Oh ! thou wilt hear it from my subjects. Yes — 
These slaves whom I have nurtured, pamper'd, fed, 
And swoln with peace, and gorged with plenty, till 
They reign themselves — all monarchs in their mausions — 
Now swarm forth in rebellion, and demand 
His death, who made their lives a jubilee •, 
AVhile the few upon whom I have no cVoixft. 
Are faithful ! Thk is true yet monattoua. 
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Zar. 'Tis 

Perhaps too natural ; for benefits 
Turn poison in bad minds. 

Sar. And good ones make 

Good out of evil. Happier than the bee, 
Which hives not but from wholesome flowers. 

Zar. ^ Then reap 

The honey, nor inquire whence 't is derived. 
Be satisfied — you are not all abandon'd. 

Sar. My life insures me that. How long, bethink you, 
"Were not I yet a king, should I be mortal ; 
That is, where mortals are, not where they must be ? 

Zar. I know not. But yet live for my — that is, 
Your children's sake ! 

Sar. My gentle, wrong'd Zarina ! 

I am the very slave of circumstance 
And impulse — borne away with every breath ! 
Misplaced upon the throne — ^misplaced in life. 
I know not what I could have been, but feel 
I am not what I should be — let it end- 
But take this with thee : if I was not form'd 
To prize a love like thine, a mind like thine, 
Nor dote even on thy beauty — as I *ve doted 
On lesser charms, for no cause save that such 
Devotion was a duty, and I hated 
All that look'd like a chain for me or others 
(This even rebellion must avouch) ; yet hear 
These words, perhaps among my last — ^that none 
E'er valued more thy virtues, though he knew not 
To profit by them — as the miner lights 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering 
That which avails him nothing : he hath found it^ 
But 't is not his — but some superior's, who 
Placed him to dig, but not divide the wealth 
Which sparkles at his feet ; nor dare he lift 
Nor poise it, but must grovel on, upturning 
The sullen earth. 

Zar. Oh ! if thou hast at length 

Discover'd that my love is worth esteem, 
I ask no more — ^but let us hence together. 
And 7— let me say we — ^sball -yet bo happy. 
Assyria ia not all the eartb— yjo'W ^n^ 
A world out of omr own— Mid'V)^moiQ\i\«»a^ 
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Than I have ever been, or thou, with all 
An empu*e to indulge thee. 

Enter Saleubkes. 

ScU, I must part ye — 

The moments, which must not be lost, are passing. 

Zar. Inhuman brother ! wilt thou thus weigh out 
Instants so high and blest ? 

Sal. Blest! 

Zar, He hath been 

So gentle with me, that I cannot think 
Of quitting. 

Sal. So — ^this feminine farewell 

Ends as such partings end, in no departure. 
I thought as much, and yielded against all 
My better bodings. But it must not be. 

Zar. Not be? 

Sal. Remain, and perish 

Zar. With my husband — 

Sal. And children. 

Zar. Alas ! 

Sal. Hear me, sister, like 
My sister : — all 's prepared to make your safety 
Certain, and of the boys too, our last hopes ; 
'T is not a single question of mere feeling, 
Though that were much — but 't is a point of state : 
The rebels would do more to seize upon 
The offspring of their sovereign, and so crash 

Zar. Ah ! do not name it. 

Sal. Well, then, mark me : wher 

They are safe beyond the Median's gitisp, the rebels 
Have miss'd their chief aim — the extinction of 
The line of Nimrod. Though the present king 
Fall, his sons live for victory and vengeance. 

Zar. But could not I remain, alone ? 

Sal. What ! leave 

Your children, with two parents and yet orphans — 
In a sti'ange land — so young, so distant ? 

Zar. No — 

My heart will break. 

Sal. Now you kno^ «IXV — ^<&<i\'^a» 

Sxr. Zarina, he hath spoken weVV, a.u^'^^ 
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Must yield awhile to this necessity. 
Remaining here, you may lose all ; departing, 
You save the better part of what is left, 
To both of us, and to such loyal hcai'ts 
As yet beat iu these kingdoms. 

^il. The time presses. 

Sar. Go, then. If e'er we meet again, perhaps 
I may be worthier of you — and, if not. 
Remember that my faults, though not atoned for. 
Are ended. Yet, I dread thy nature will 
Grieve more about the blighted name and ashes 
Which once were mightiest in Assyria — than ' 
But I grow womanish again, and must not ; 
I must learn sternness now. My sins have all 

Been of the softer order hide thy tears — 

I do not bid thee not to shed them — ^"t were 
Easier to stop Euphrates at its source 
Than one tear of a true and tender heart — 
But let me not behold them ; they unman me 
Here when I had remaun'd myself. My brother 
Lead her away. 

Zar. Oh, God ! I never shall 

Behold him more ! 

Sal. (stnving to conduct her). Nay, sister, I must be obey'd. 
Zar. I must remain — away ! you shall not hold me. 
What, shall he die alone 1 — / live alone ? 

Sal. He shall not die alone; but lonely you 
Have lived for years. 

Zar. That *s false ! I knew he lived, 

And lived upon his image — let me go ! 

Sal. {conducting her off the stage). Nay, then, I must use 
some fraternal force. 
Which you will pardon. 

Zar. Never. Help me ! Oh ! 

Sardanapalus, wilt thou thus behold me 
Torn from thee ? 

Sal. Nay — then all is lost again. 

If that this moment is not gain'd. 

Zar. My brain turns — 

"My eyes fail — where is he ? 

IShe faints, 

Sar, (advancing). 'No— Be\.VtTc ^o^«Ti-, 

She 'a dead— and you have slam'kOT, 
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Sal. 'T is the mere 

FaintDess of o'erwrouglit passion : in the air 
She will recover. Pray, keep back. — [Aside.] I must 
Avail myself of this sole moment to 
Bear her to where her children are embark'd, 
r the royal galley on the river. [Salbmenes bears her off. 

Sar. (solus). This, too — 

And this too must I suffer — I, who never 
Inflicted purposely on human hearts 
A voluntary pang ! But that is false — 
She loved me, and I loved her. — Fatal passion ! 
Why dost thou not expire at once in hearts 
Which thou hast lighted up at once ? Zarina ! 
I must pay dearly for the desolation 
Now brought upon thee. Had I never loved 
But thee, I should have been an unopposed 
Monarch of honouring nations. To what gulfs 
A single deviation from the track 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as their born due. 
And find it, till they forfeit it themselves ! 

Enter MyRRHA. 

Sar. You here ! Who call'd you ? 

Myr. No one— but I heard 

Far off a voice of wail and lamentation, 
And thought — ■ 

Sar. It forms no portion of your duties 

To enter here till sought for. 

Myr. Though 1 might. 

Perhaps, recall some softer words of yours 
(Although they too were chiding), which reproved me, 
Because I ever di*eaded to intnide ; 
Resisting my own wish and your injunction 
To heed no time nor presence, but approach you 
Uncall'd for : — I retire. 

Sar. Yet stay — being here. 

I pray you pardon me : events have soured me 
TUl I wax peevish — heed it not : I shall 
Soon be myself again. 

Mi/r. I wait "willa. ^^\ASVi<ci^, 

What I shall see with plcasm'O. 
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Sar. Scarce a moment 

Before your entrance in this hall, Zarina, 
Queen of Assyria, departed hence. 

Myr. Ah ! 

Sar. Wherefore do you staii; ? 

Myv. Did I do so ? 

Sar. 'T was well you enter'd by another portal. 
Else you had met. That pang at least is spared her ! 

Mi/r. I know to feel for her. 

Sar. That is too much. 

And beyond nature — ^*t is nor mutual ® 
Nor possible. You cannot pity her, 
Nor she aught but 

Mi/r. Despise the favourite slave 

Not more than I have ever scom'd myself. 

Sar. Scom'd ! what, to be the envy of your sex. 
And lord it o'er the heart of the world's lord ] 

Afi/r. Were you the lord of twice ten thousand 
worlds — 
As you are like to lose the one you sway'd — 
I did abase myself as much in being 
Your paramour, as though you were a peasant — 
Nay, more, if that the peasant were a Greek. . 

Sar. You talk it well 

3fi/r. And truly. 

Sar. In the hour 

Of man's adversity all things grow daring 
Against the falling ; but as I am not 
Quite fall'n, nor now disposed to bear reproaches. 
Perhaps because I merit them too often, 
Let us then part while peace is still between us. 

Mi/r. Part 1 

Sar. Have not all past human beings parted. 

And must not all the present one day part ? . 

Myr. Why] 

Sar. For your safety, which I will have look'd to. 

With a strong escort to your native land ; 
And such gifts, as, if you had not been all 
A queen, shall make your dowry worth a kingdom. 

Afyr. I pray you talk not thus. 

Sar. The queen is gone : 

Fou need not shame to follow. 1 ^ouY^l MV 
AJone — I seek uo pai*tner3 bnl in ^\eaa>xcft. 
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Myr. And I no pleasure but in parting not. 
You shall not force me from you, 

Sar, Think well of it— 

It soon may be too late. 

Myr. So let it be ; 

For then you cannot separate me from you. 

Sar. And will not ; but I thought you wish'd it. 

Myr. 1 1 

Sar, You spoke of your abasement. 

Myr. And I feel it 

Deeply^ — ^more deeply than all things but love. 

Sar. Then fly from it. 

Myr. *T will not recall the past — 

'T will not restore my honour, nor my heart. 
No — here I stand or fall. If that you conquer, 
I live to joy in your great triumph : should 
Your lot be different, I '11 not weep, but shai'e it. 
You did not doubt me a few hours ago. 

Sar. Your coui-age never — ^nor your love till now ; 
And none could make me doubt it save yourself 
Those words 

Myr. Were words. I pray you, let the proofs 

Be in the past acts you were pleased to praise 
This very night, and in my further bearing, 
Beside, wherever you are borne by fato. 

Sar. I am content : and, trasting in my cause. 
Think we may yet be victors and return 
To peace — ^the only victory I covet. 
To me war is no glory — conquest no 
Renown. To be forced thus to uphold my right 
Sits heavier on my heart than all the wrongs 
These men would bow me down with. Never, never 
Can I forget this night, even should I livo 
To add it to the memory of others. 
I thought to have made mine inoffensive rule 
An era of sweet peace 'midst bloody annals, 
A green spot amidst desert centuries, 
On which the future would turn back and smile. 
And cultivate, or sigh when it could not 
Recall Sardanapalus' golden reign. 
I thought to have made my realm a paradise. 
And every moon an epoch of new p\e&aMTQ!&. 
J took the j«l)ble's shouts for lo'^^— tViQ \jx^^>X\ 
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Of fr>nl* f-r trstL — tLe lips of w>>zmn for 
M T oiJt rutrd'jpa — =<:> liier are, mr MtttLi : 

[i7« bsses Aer. 
K'lMM me. Xov let tbem take xnr realm and life ! 
Ther fhall hare both, but nerer theo ! 

J/jrr. No, never! 

yLzn maj despoil Lis brother man of all 
That 's great or glittering — kingdoms fall, hosts yield, 
Frieo'ls fail, slaveii flr. and all betraj — and, more 
Than all, the most indebted — but a heart 
That lores without self lore ! T is here — now proYe iL 



Enter Salzxkxzs. 

Sal. I sought you — How ! tHu here again ? 

fkir. Return not 

Now to reproof : mctbinks your aspect speaks 
Of higher matter than a woman's presence. 

Hal. The only woman whom it much imports me 
At such a moment now is safe in absence^ 
The queen 's embark'd. 

fWr. And well ? say that much. 

»S'a/. ^ Yea. 

Her tranfiient weakness has passed o*er ; at leasts 
It settled into tearless silence : her 
Palo face and glittering eye, after a glance 
Upon her sleeping children, were still fix'd 
Upon the pahice towers as the swift galley 
Stole down the hurrying stream beneath the starlight ; 
But Bhe said uothing. 

Sar. Would I felt no more 

Than she has said ! 

Sal. *T is now too late to feel. 

Your feelings cannot cancel a sole pang : 
To clmnge them, my advices bring sure titlinga 
That the rebellious Modes and Chaldces, marshall'd 
By tlioir two loaders, are already up 
In anas again; and, senying their ranks, 
J*ny)fti*o to attack : they have apparently 
Jhan Join'd by other Batrapa. 

Lot u» ho (ivHt, thoii. 
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Sal. That were hardly prudent 

Now, though it was our first intention. If 
By noon to-morrow wo are join'd by those 
I 've sent for by sure messengei*s, we shall be 
In strength enough to venture an attack, 
Ay, and pursuit too ; but, till then, my voice 
Is to await the onset. 

Sar. I detest 

That waiting ; though it seems so safe to fight 
Behind high walls, and hurl down foes into 
Deep fosses, or behold them sprawl on spikes 
Strew'd to receive them, still I like it not — 
My soul seems lukewarm ; but when I set on them, 
Though they were piled on mountains, I would have 
A pluck at them, or perish in hot blood ! — 
Let me then charge. 

Sal. You talk like a young soldier. 

Sar. I am no soldier, but a man : speak not 
Of soldiership, I loathe the word, and those 
Who pride themselves upon it ; but direct me 
Where I may pour upon them. 

Sal. You must spar© 

To expose your life too hastily ; 't is not 
Like mine or any other subject's breath : 
The whole war turns upon it — with it ; this 
Alone creates it, kindles, and may quench it — 
Prolong it — end it. 

Sar. Then let us end both ! 

'T were better thus, perhaps, than prolong either ; 
I 'm sick of one, perchance of both. 

[^ trumpet sounds without. 

Sal. Hark 1 

Sai\ Let ua 

Reply, not listen. 

Sal. And your wound ! 

Sar. 'T is bound — 

'T is hcal'd — I had forgotten it. Away ! 
A leech's lancet would have scratch'd me deeper ; ^ 
The slave that gave it might be well ashamed 
To have struck so weakly. 

Sal. Now, may non^ t"Wa Wa.^ 

Strike with a better aim ! 
jSiir, Ay, if Nve coiciqj3LSit ", 
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But if not, they w ill only leave to mo 
A task they might have spared their king. Upon them ! 

{Trumpet sounds again. 

Sal, I am with you. 

Sar, Ho, my arms ! again, my arms ! 

lEzeunt, 



ACT V. 

SCKXR I.— The same Hall in the Palace. 
Mycbha and Balea. 

Myr. {at a vnndow). The day at last has broken. What 
a night 
Hath usher'd it ! How beautiful in heaven I 
Though varied with a transitory storm, 
Moro beautiful in that variety ! 
How hideous upon earth ! where peace and hope. 
And love and revel, in an hour were trampled 
By human passions to a human chaos. 
Not yet resolved to separate elements — 
'T is warring still ! And can the sun so rise, 
So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapoura more lovely than the unclouded sky, 
With golden pinnacles, and snowy mountains. 
And billows purpler than the ocean's, making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth. 
So like we almost deem it permanent ; 
So fleeting, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision, 't is so ti-ansiently 
Scatter'd along the eternal vault : and yet 
It dwells upon the soul, and soothes the soul, 
And blends itself into the soul, until 
Sunrise and sunset form the haunted epoch 
Of sorrow and of love ; which they who mark not, 
Know not the realms where those twin genii ** 
(Who chasten and who purify our hearts. 
So that we would not change their sweet rebukes 
"For all the boisterous joys that ever shook 
The air with clamour) bmld the palaces 
Where their fond votaries xepoao aa6.\)T%a^i^iQ 
BrieBy ;— fcu 6 m that brief coq\ ca\m \xi^^\^ 



Scene I.] A TKAGEDY. 801 

Enough of heaven to enable them to bear 

The rest of common, heavy, human hours, 

And dream them through in placid sufferance 

Though seemingly employ'd like all the rest 

Of toiling breathers in allotted tasks ** 

Of pain or pleasure, two names for one feeling, 

Which oui internal, restless agony 

Would vaiy in the sound, although the sense 

Escapes our highest effoi-ts to be happy. 

Bal. You muse right calmly : and can you so watch 
The sunrise which may be our last ? 

Myr. It is 

Therefore that I so watch it, and reproach 
Those eyes, which never may behold it more. 
For having look'd upon it oft, too oft, 
Without the reverence and the rapture due- 
To that which keeps all earth from being as fragile 
As I am in this form. Come, look upon it, 
The Chaldeo s god, which, when I gaze upon 
I grow almost a convert to your Baal. 

Bal. As now he reigns in heaven, so once on eai*th 
He sway'd. 

Myr. He sways it now fiu: more, then ; never 

Had earthly monarch half the power and glory 
Which centres in a single ray of his. 

Bal. Surely he is a god ! 

Myr. So we Greeks deem too ; 

And yet I sometimes think that gorgeous orb 
Must rather be the abode of gods than one 
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breaks 
Through all the clouds, and fills my eyes with light 
That shuts the world out. I can look no more. 

Bal, Hai'k ! heard you not a sound ? 

Mjfr. No, 't was mere fancy; 

They battle it beyond the wall, and not 
As in late midnight conflict in the very 
Chambers : the palace has become a foi*trcs3 
Since that insidious hour ; and here, within 
The very centre, girded by vast courts 
And regal halls of pyramid proportions. 
Which must be carried one by one before 
They penetrate to where they t\\en axYwe^L^ 
We are as much shut in even from t\ift ^outA 
Of peril as from glory. 
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Bal. But they rcacli'd 

Thus far before. 

Myi\ Yes, by surprise, and were 

Beat back by valour : now at once w^e have 
Courage and vigilance to guard us. 

Bal. May they 

Prosper ! 

Myr, That is the prayer of many, and 
The dread of more : it is an anxious hour ; 
I strive to keep it from my thoughts. Alas ! 
How vainly 1 

Bal, It is said the king's demeanour 

In the late action scarcely more appall'd 
The rebels than astonish'd his true subjects, 

Myr. 'T is easy to astonish or appal 
The vulgar mass which moulds a horde of slaves ; 
But he did bravely. 

Bal. Slew he not Belescs ? 

I heard the soldiers say he struck him down. 

Myr. The wretch was overthrown, but rescued to 
Triumph, perhaps, o'er one who vanqmsh'd him 
In fight, as he had spared him in his peril ; 
And by that heedless pity risk'd a crown. 

Bal. Hark ! 

Myr. You are right ; some steps approach, but slowly. 

Enter Soldiers, hearing in Salejiekes wounded, vith a broken javcJin 
in his side: they seat him upon one qf the couches which furnish 
the Apartment. 

Myi\ Oh, Jove ! 

Bal. Then all is over. 

Sal. That is false. 

Hew down the slave who says so, if a soldier. 

Myr. Spare him — he 's none : a mere coiirt butterfly, 
That flutters in the pageant of a monarch. 

Sal. Let him live on, then. 

Afyr. So wilt thou, I trust. 

Sal. I fain would live this hour out, and the event. 
But doubt it. Wherefore did ye bear me here ? 

So/. By the king's order. When the javelin struck you, 
Voii fell and fainted : 't was his atiicV, comm;y.\id 

To bear you to this hall. .^- , 

^^ T was noV. m aoTCkft •. 
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For seeming slain in that cold dizzy trance, 

The sight might shake our soldiers — ^but-— t is vain, 

I feel it ebbing ! 

Myi: Let me see the wound ; 

I am not quite skilless : in my native land 
'T is part of our instruction. War being constant, 
We are nerved to look on such things. ^2 

Sol, Best extract 

The javelin. 

Myr, Hold ! no, no, it cannot be. 

Sal. I am sped, then ! 

Myr, With the blood that fast must follow 

The extracted weapon, I do feai* thy life. 

Sal. And I not death. Where was the king when you 
Convey'd me from the spot where I was stricken ? 

Sol. Upon the same ground, and encouraging 
With voice and gesture the dispirited troops 
Who had seen you fall, and falter'd back. 

Sal. Whom heard ye 

Named next to the command] 

Sol. I did not hear. 

Sal. Fly, then, and tell him, 't was my last request 
That Zames take my post until the junction, 
So hoped for, yet delay'd, of Ofratanes, 
Satrap of Susa. Leave me here : our troops 
Are not so numerous as to spare your absence. 

Sol. But prince 

Sal, Hence, I say I Hero 's a courtier and 

A woman, the best chamber company. 
As you would not permit me to expire 
Upon the field, I *11 have no idle soldiers 
About my sick couch. Hence ! and do my bidding ! 

[Exmnt the Soldiers. 

Myr. Gallant and glorious spirit ! must the earth, 
So soon resign thee ? 

Sal. Gentle Myrrha, 't is 

The end I would have chosen, had I saved 
The monarch or the monarchy by this; 
As 't is, I have not outlived them. 

3fyr. You wax paler. 

ScU. Your hand ; this broken weapon but prolongs 
My pangs, without sustaining life enough. 
To make me useful ; I would drav? \\. lvii\iXi 



{ 
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And my life with it, could I but hear how 
The fight goes. 

Enter Sa&dakapalus ami Soldiers. 

Sar, My best brother I 

SaL And the battle 

Is lost ? 

Sar, (despondingly). You see me hei-e, 

Sal. I 'd rather see you thus I 

[lie draws out the iccapon from the tcound^ and dies. 

Sar, And thus I will be seen ; unless the succour, 
The last frail reed of our beleaguef'd hopes, 
An-ive with Ofi-atanes. 

Myr, Did you not 

Receive a token from your dying brother, 
Appointing Zaines chief ? 

Sar. I did. 

Myr. Where 's Zames ? 

Sar. Dead. 

Mi/r. And Altada ? 

Sar. Dying. 

Myr. Pania? Sf -ro ? 

Sar. Pania yet lives ; but Sf ero *s fled or captiva. 
I am alone. 

3fyr. And is all lost ? 

Sar. Our walls, 

Though thinly mann'd, may still hold out against 
Their present force, or aught save treachery : 
But i' the field 

Myr. I thought 't was the intent 

Of Salemenes not to risk a sally 
Till ye were strengthen'd by the expected succours. 

Sar. I over-ruled him. 

Myr. Well, the fault 's a brave one. 

Sar. But fatal. Oh, my brother ! I would give 
These realms, of which thou wert the ornament, 
The sword and shield, the sole-redeeming honour. 

To call back But I will not weep for thee j 

Thou shalt be moum'd for as thou wouldst be moum'd. 
It grieves me most that thou couldst quit this life 
Believing that I could survW© v/\ia\. \>;io\v 
Bast died /or—our long royoilty oi x^^ 



Scene I.] A TRAGEDY. 305 

If I redeem it, I will give thee blood 
Of thousands, tear-? of millions, for atonement 
(The tears of all the good are thine already). 
If not, we meet again soon, — if the sphit 
Within US lives beyond : — thou readest mine, 
And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp 
That yet warm hand, and fold that throblesa heart 

[Embraces the body. 
To this which beats so bitterly. Now, bear 
The body hence. 

Soldier. Where ? 

Say. To my proper chamber. 

Place it beneath my canopy, as though 
The king lay there : when this is done, we will 
Speak f lu-ther of the rites duo to such ashes. 

[Exeunt Soldiers with the body of Salekknis. 

Enter Paxia. 

Sar. Well, Pania ! have you placed the guards, and 
issued 
The orders fix'd on ? 

Pan. Sire, I have obey'd. 

Sar. And do the soldiers keep thcu' hearts up ? 

Pan. Sire ? 

Sar. I 'm answer'd ! When a king asks twice, and has 
A question as an answer to Ms question. 
It is a portent. What ! they are dishearten'd 1 

Pan. The death of Salemcnes, and the shouts 
Of the exulting rebels on his fall, 
Have made them 

Sar. Rage — not droop — it should have been. 

We *11 find the means to rouse them. 

Pan. Such a loss 

Might sadden even a victory. 

Sar. Alas I 

Who can so feel it as I feel ? but yet, 
Though coop'd within these walls, they are strong, and we 
Have those without will break their way through hosts^ 
To make their sovereign's dwelling what it was — 
A palace ; not a prison, nor a fortress. 

VOL. I. X 
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Enter an Officer ^ hastily. 

Sar. Thy face soems ominous. Speak ! 

Qffi. I dare noi. 

Sar. Dare not ? 

While millions dare revolt with sword in hand ! 
That 's strange. I pray thee break that loyal silence 
Which loathes to shock its sovereign ; we can heai* 
Worse than thou hast to tell. 

Pan. Proceed, thou hearest. 

Qffi. The wall which skirted near the river's brink 
Is thrown down by the sudden inundation 
Of the Euphrates, which now rolling, swoln 
From the enormous mountains where it rises, 
By the late rains of that tempestuous region, 
O'erfloods its banks, and hath destroy'd the bulwark. 

Pan. That 's a black augury ! it has been said 
For ages, " That the city ne'er should yield 
*' To man, until the river grew its foe.** 

Sar. I can forgive the omen, not the ravage. 
How much is swept down of the wall ? 

Offi. ' About 

Some twenty stadia. ^^ 

Sar. And all this is left 

Pervious to the assailants ? 

OJi. For the present 

The river's fury must impede the assault ; 
But when he shrinks into his wonted channel, 
And may be cross'd by the accustom'd barks. 
The palace is then* own. 

Sar. That shall be never. 

Though men, and gods, and elements, and omens, 
Have risen up 'gainst one who ne'er provoked them. 
My father's house shall never be a cave 
For wolves to horde and howl in. 

Pan. With your sanction, 

I will proceed to the spot, and take such measures 
For the assurance of the vacant space 
As time and means permit. 

Sar. About it straight, 

And bring me back, as speedily as full 
And fair investigation may permit, 
JReport of the true state oi tViia \rr\x^\:\o\i 

Of waters, \Exeunt 'P kTKVK atii VV.% Ojlcwr. 
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Myr. Thus the very waves rise up 
Agamst you. 

Sar. They are not my subjecta, girl, 

And may be pardon'd, since they can't be puniah'd. 

Mi/r. I joy to see this poi*tent shakes you not. 

Sar. I am past the fear of portents : they can tell mo 
Nothing I have not told myself since midnight : 
Despau" anticipates such things. 

Myr. Despair ! 

Sar. No ; not despair precisely. When we know 
All that can come, and how to meet it, our 
Resolves, if firm, may merit a more noble 
Woi'd than this is to give it utterance. 
But what are words to us ? we have well nigh done 
AVith them and all things. 

Myr. Save one deed — the last 

And greatest to all mortals ; crowning act 
Of all that was, or is, or is to be — 
The only thing common to all mankind. 
So different in their births, tongues, sexes, natures. 
Hues, featui'es, climes, times, feelings, intellects, ** 
Without one point of union save in this, 
To which we tend, for which we 're born, and thread 
The labyrinth of mystery, call'd life. 

Sar. Oiir clew being well nigh wound out, let's be cheerful. 
They who have nothing more to fear may well 
Indulge a smile at that which once appaU'd; 
As chUdren at discover'd bugbears. 

Ec-enterTAmA. 

Pan, Tis 

As was reported : I have order'd there 
A double guard, withdrawing from the wall 
Where it was strongest the required addition 
To watch the breach occasion'd by the waters. 

Sar. You have done your duty faithfully, and as 
My worthy Panla 1 further ties between us 
Draw near a close — ^I pray you take this key : 



It opens to a secret chamber, placed 

Behind the couch in my own chamber. (Ko^ 

Freaa'd h^ a nobler weight than e ei i^\iOTft — 



\piv€9 a key. 



-iJ^ 
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Tliough a long line of Borereigns have lam down 

Along its golden frame — as bearing for 

A time what late was Salemenes). Search 

Tlie secret covert to which tliis will lead you ; 

*T is full of treasure ; *' take it for youi-aelf 

And your companions : there 's enough to load ye. 

Though ye be many."** Let the slaves be freed, too ; 

And all the inmates of the palace, of 

AVhateTer sex, now quit it in an hour. 

Thence launch the regal bai'ks, once form'd for 

pleasure, 
And now to serva for safety, and embark. 
The riyer 's broad and swoln, and uncommanded 
(More potent than a king) by these besiegers. 
Fly ! and be happy ! 

Pan. Under your protection ! 

So you accompany your faithful guard. 

8ar. No, Pania ! that must not be ; get thee henco, 
And leave mc to my fate. 

Pan, *T is the first time 
I ever disobey*d : but now 

Sar. So all men 

Dare beard me now, and lusoleuce within 
Apes Treason from without. Question no further ; 
'T is my command, my last command. Wilt thou 
Oppose it ? thou / 

Pan. But yet — ^not yet. 

Sar. Well, then, 

Swear that you will obey when I shall give 
The signal. 

Pan. With a heavy but true heart, 

I promise. 

Sar. *T is enough. Now order here 

Faggots, pine-nuts, and withered leaves, and such 
Things an catch fire and blaze with one sole spark ; 
Bring cedar, too, and precious drugs, and spices. 
And mighty planks, to nourish a tall pile ; 
Bring frankincenso and myiTh, too, for it is 
For a great eacrifice I build the pyre ! 
And Leap them round yon throne. 

/'an. My lord ! 

^r, IW^re said it^ 

ADd 2/ou have siom^n. 
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Pan, And could keep my faiCh 

Without a vow. [Exit Panu. 

Myr. What mean you 1 

Sar. You shall know 

Anon — what the whole earth shall ne'er forget. 

Pania, returning with a Herald. 

Pan. My king, in going forth upon my duty, 
This herald has been brought before me, craving 
An audience. 

Sar. Let him speak. 

JjTer. The King Arbaces — 

Sar. What, crown'd already ? — But, proceed. 

Her. Belescs, 

The anointed high-priest 

Sar. Of what god or demon ? 

With new kings rise new altars. But, proceed ; 
You are sent to prate your master's will, and not 
Reply to mine. 

Her. And Satmp Ofratanes 

Sar. Why, 7ie is ours. 

Her. {showing a ring). Be sure that he la now 
In the camp of the conquerors ; behold 
His signet ring. 

Sar. *T is his. A worthy triad ! 

Poor Salemenea ! thou hast died in time 
To see one treachery the less : this man 
Was thy true friend and my most tinisted subject. 
Proceed. 

Her. They offer thee thy life, and freedom 
Of choice to single out a residence 
In any of the further provinces. 
Guarded and watch'd, but not confined in person, 
Where thou shalt pass thy days iu peace ; but on 
Condition that the three young princes are 
Given up as hostages. 

Sar. {ironical! i/). The generous victors ! 

II er. I wait the answer. 

Sar. Answer, slave ! How long 

Have slaves decided on the doom of kings ? 

Her. Since they were free. 
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Thou at the least sholt learn the penalty 
Of treason, though its proxy only. Pania ! 
Let his head be thrown from our walls within 
The rebels* lines, his carcass down the river. 
Away with him ! 

[Pakia. and the Guards seizing hinu 

Pan, I never yet obey'd 

Your orders with more pleasure than the present 
Heuce with him, soldiers ! do not soil this hall 
Of royalty with treasonable gore ; 
Put him to rest without. 

Ile)\ A single word : 

My office, king, is sacred. 

Sar, And what 's mine t 

That thou shouldst come and dare to ask of me 
To lay it down ? 

£fer. I but obey'd my orders. 

At the same peril if refused, as now 
Incun-*d by my obedience. 

jSar. So there are 

New monarchs of an home's growth as despotic 
As sovereigns swathed in purple, and enthroned 
From birth to manhood 1 

ffer. My life waits your breath. 

Yours (I speak humbly) — ^but it may be — ^yours 
May also be in danger scarce less imminent : 
Would it then suit the last hours of a line 
Such as is that of Nimrod, to destroy 
A peaceful herald, unarm'd, in his office ; 
And violate not only all that man 
Holds sacred between man and man — ^but that 
More holy tie which links us with the gods ? 

Sar. He 's right. — Let him go free. — My life's last act 
Shall not be one of wrath. Here, fellow, take 

[Gives him a golden cup from a table nean 
This golden goblet, let it hold your wine. 
And think of me ; or melt it into ingots. 
And think of nothing but their weight and value. 

Her. I thank you doubly for my life, and this 
Most gorgeous gift, which renders it more precious. 
.But must I bear no answer 1 
jSiiK Yea,— laaV 

An hour's truce to consider. 
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/TJw. But an hour's ? 

Sar, An hour's : if at the expimtion of 
That tune your masters hear no further from me, 
They are to deem that I reject their terms, 
And act befittingly. 

Ifer, I shall not fail 

To be a faithful legate of your pleasure. 

Sar. And hark ! a word more. 

ffer, I shall not forget it 

Whate'er it be. 

Sar, Commend me to Beleses ; 

And tell him, ere a year expire, I summon 
Him hence to meet mo. 

Jftr, Where ? 

Sar, At Babylon. 

At least from thence he will depart to meet me. 

Her. I shall obey you to the letter. 

[^ExU Herald,. 

Sar, Pania ! — 

Now, my good Pania ! — quick — ^with what I order'd. 

Pan. My lord, — the soldiers are already charged. 
And see ! they enter. 

[Soldiers enter, and form a Pile about the Thivne, ^'C, 

Sar. Higher, my good soldiers, 

And thicker yet ; and see that the foundation 
Be such as will not speedily exhaust 
Its own too subtle flame ; nor yet bo quench'd 
"With aught officious aid would bring to quell it. 
Let the throne form the ewe of it ; I would not 
Leave that, save fraught with fire unquenchable, 
To the new comers. Frame the whole as if 
*T were to enkindle the strong tower of our 
Inveterate •nemies. Now it bears an aspect ! 
How say you, Pania, will this pile suffice 
For a king's obsequies ? 

Pan, Ay, for a kingdom's. 

I understand you, now. 

Sar. And blame me ? 

Pan, No— 

Let me but fire the pile, and share it with you. 

Myr. That duty 's mine. 

Pan. A woman's ! 
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Port to die fov his sovereign, and tvhy not 
The woman's witli her lover? 

Pan. 'T is most strange ! 

M\jr. But not so rare, my Pania, as thou think'st itb 
In the mean time, live thou. — Farewell ! the pile 
Is ready. 

Pan. I should shame to leave my sovereign 
With but a single female to partake 
His death. 

Sar. Too many far have heralded 

Me to the dust already. Get thee hence ; 
Enrich thee. 

Pan. And live wretched ! 

Bar. Think upon 

Thy vow : — 't is sacred and irrevocable. 

Pan. Since it is so, farewell. 

Bar. Search well my chamber. 

Feel no remorse at bearing oflF the gold ; 
Remember, what you leave you leaA-^e the slaves 
Who slew me : and when you have borne away 
All safe off to your boats, blow one long blast 
Upon the trumpet as you qmt the palace. 
The river's brink is too remote, its stream 
Too loud at present to permit the echo 
To reach distinctly from its banks. Then fly, — 
And as you sail, turn back ; but still keep on 
Your way along the Euphrates : if you reach 
The land of Paphlagonia, where the queen 
Is safe with my three sons in Cotta's com-t, 
Say, what you zaw at parting, and request 
That she remember what I said at one 
Parting more mournful still. 

Pan. That royal hand !• 

Lot mo then once more press it to my lips ; 
And these poor soldiers who throng round you, and 
Would fain die with you ! 

\Th€ Soldiers and Pania throng ro7ind him, kissing his hand 
and the hem of his robe. 

Sar. My best ! my last friends ! 

Lot's not unman each other : part at once : 
AJI farewells should be sudden, when for ever, 
BJse they make an eternity o? momeiita. 
And clog the last sad sands o£ Viie vsi\\i\^&i^. 
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Hence, and be happy : trust me, I am not 

Now to be pitied ; or far more for what 

Is past than present; — for the future, 'tis 

In the hands of the deities, if such 

There be : I shall know soon. Farewell — Farewell. 

[Exeunt Pania and Soldiers. 

Myr, These men were honest : it is comfort still 
That our last looks should be on loving faces. 

Sar. And lovely ones, my beautiful ! — but hear me ! 
If at this moment, — for we now arc on 
The brink, — thou feel'st an inward shrinking from 
This leap through flame into the future, say it : 
I shall not love thee less ; nay, perhaps more. 
For yielding to thy nature : and there *s time 
Yet for theo to escape hence. 

Myr. Shall I light 

One of the torches which lie hcap'd beneath 
The ever-burning lamp that burns without, 
Before Baal's shrine, in the adjoining hall ? 

Sar. Do so. Is that thy answer ? 

Myr. Thou shalt see. 

[Exit Myrrha, 

Sar. (soIvjs), She 's firm. My fathers ! whom I will rejoin, 
It may be, purified by death from some 
Of the gross stains of too material being, 
I would not leave your ancient first abode 
To the defilement of usurping bondmen ; 
If I have not kept your inheritance 
As ye bequeath'd it, this bright part of it, 
Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of arms, and records, monuments, and spoils. 
In which they would have revell'd, I bear with me 
To you in that absorbing element. 
Which most pei-sonifies the soul as leaving 
The least of matter unconsumed before 
Its fieiy workings : — and the light of this 
Most royal of funereal pyres shall be 
Not a mere pillar form'd of cloud and flame, 
A beacon in the horizon for a day, 
And then a mount of ashes, but a light 
To lesson ages, rebel nations, and 
Voluptuous princes. Time shall qvieiTicVi iviW ^a.'MK^ 
A people's records, and a liero'.a Cicla •, ^ 
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Sweep empire after empire, like this first 
Of empires, into nothing ; but even then 
Shall spare this deed of mine, and hold it up 
A problem few dare imitate, and none 
Despise — ^but, it may be, avoid the life 
Which led to such a consummation. 

Mtbrba returns rcUh a lighted Torch in one Handy and a Cup 

in the other. 

Myr. Lo ! 

I 've lit the lamp which lights us to the stars. 

Sar. And the cup ? 

Myr, *T is my country's custom to 

Make a libation to the gods. 

Sar. And mine 

To make libations amongst men. I Ve not 
Forgot the custom ; and although alone, 
Will drain one draught in memory of many 
A joyous banquet past. 

[Sabdanapalus takes the cup, and after drinking and tinkling 
the reversed cup, a« a drop/alls, egcclaims — 

And this libation 
Is for the excellent Beleses. 

Myr. Why 

Dwells thy mind rather upon that man's name 
Than on his mate's in villany 1 

Sar. The other 

Is a mere soldier, a mere tool, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend's hand ; the other 
Is master-mover of his warlike puppet ; 
But I dismiss them from my mind. — Yet pause, 
My Myn-ha ! dost thou truly follow me, 
Freely and fearlessly ? 

Myr. And dost thou think 

A Greek girl dai*e not do for love, that which 
An Indian widow braves for custom ? *' 

Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 

Myr. It is long 

Jn sounding. 
Sar. Now, farewell ; one last embrace. 

Mp: Embrace, but not t\ie\aat\ t\vet«>\a oTkftxckare. 
Sar, True, the comminglmg ftie V^\ m\x om ^\v«^. 
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Myr. And pure as is my love to thee, shall they, 
Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly passion. 
Mix pale with thine. A single thought yet irks me. 

Sar. Say it. 

Myr, It is that no kind hand will gather 

The dust of both into one urn. 

Sar, The better : 

Rather let them be borne abroad upon 
The winds of heaven, and scatter'd into air. 
Than be polluted more by human hsinds 
Of slaves and traitors. In this blazing palace. 
And its enormous walls of reeking ruin. 
We leave a nobler monument than Egypt 
Hath piled in her brick mountains, o*cr dead kings, 
Or hinCy for none know whether those proud piles 
Be for their monarch, or their ox-god Apis : 
So much for monuments that have forgotten 
T.'.eir very record ! ^^ 

Myr, Then farewell, thou earth ! 

And loveliest spot of earth ! farewell, Ionia ! 
Btj thou still free and beautiful, and far 
Aloof from desolation ! My last prayer 
"Was for thee, my last thoughts, save one, were of thee ! 

Sar. And that ? 

Myr, Is youra. 

[r/tff trvmpct of Paxia sounds without. 

Sar, Hark ! 

3fy7\ Now ! 

Sar. Adieu, Assyria ! 

I loved thee well, my own, my fathers' land, 
And better as my country than my kingdom. 
I sated thee with peace and joys ; and this 
Is my reward I and now I owe thee nothing, 
Not even a grave. [He mounts the pile. 

Now, Myri'ha ! 

Myr, Art tliou ready ? 

Sar. As the torch in thy grasp. 

[Myrrha. Jires the piU, 

Myr, *T is fired I I come. 

[As Myrrha springs forward to throw herself into thejlames, 
the Curtain falls. 
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1.— Page 229. 

Sardanapalus. 

[Tliis prince surpassed all his predecessors in effeminacy, laxTuy, 
and cowardice. He never went out of his palace, hut spent all his time 
among a company of women, dressed and painted like them, and 
employed lilce them at the distaff. He placed all his happiness and 
glory in the i>ossession of immense treasures, in feasting and rioting, 
and indulging himself in all the most infamous and criminal pleasures. 
He ordered two verses to he put upon his tomb, signifying that he 
carried away with him all he had eaten, and all the pleasures he 
had enjoyed, but left every thing else behind him,— an epitaph, says 
Aristotle, Jit for a hog. Arbaces, governor of Media, having found 
means to get into the palace, and having with his own eyes seen 
Sardanapalus in the midst of his infamous seraglio, enraged at such a 
spectacle, and not able to endure that so many brave men should be 
subjected to a prince more soft and effeminate than the women them- 
selves, immediately formed a conspiracy against him. Beleses, governor 
of Babylon, and several others, entered into it. On the first nunour ot 
this revolt the king hid himself in the inmost part of his palace. Being 
afterwards obliged to take the field with some forces he had assembled, 
he at first gained three successive victories over the enemy, but was 
afterwards overcome, and pursued to the gates of Kineveh; wlierein he 
shut himself, in hopes the rebels would never be able to take a city so 
well fortified, and stored with provisions for a considerable time. The 
siege proved indeed of very great length. It had been declared by an 
ancient oracle that Nineveh could never be taken unless the river 
became an enemy to the city. These words buoyed up Sardanapalus, 
because he looked upon the thing as impossible. But when he saw titat 
the Tigris, by a violent inundation, had thrown down twenty stadia 
(two miles and a half) of the city wall, and by that means opened a 
passage to the enemy, he understood the meaning of the oracle, and 
thought himself lost. He resolved, however, to die in such a manner 
as, according to his opinion, should cover the infamy of his scandalous 
and cffaminate life, lie ordered a pile of wood to be made in his palace, 

and, setting firo to it, burnt TiVm8e\!,\x\a ewuuchs, bis women, and hla 

treasures,— DiOD. Sic, lib. li. p. 109-^ 
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2.— Page 220. 
Act I. 

[SardanapaluH is a "work of great Iwaiity and power. In the conception 
of his character, tlie antlior has very wisely followed nature and fancy 
rather than liistory. His Sardanapalus is not an effeminate, worn-out 
debauchee, with shattered nerves and exhausted senses ; but a sanguine 
votary of pleasure, a princely epicure, revelling in boundless luxury 
while he can, but with a soul so saturated with delights, that pain and 
danger, when they come uncalled for, give him neither concern nor 
dread ; and he goes forth from the banquet to the battle, as to a dance or 
measure, attired by the Graces, and with youth, joy and love for his 
guides. He enjoys life, in shoil, and triumphs in death ; and whether in 
prosperous or adverse circumstances, his soul smiles out superior to 
evil. — Jeffrey. 

The character of Sardanapalus is admirably sketched, nor is there 
any one of the portraits of this great master which gives us a more 
favourable opinion of his talents, his force of conception, his delicacy 
and vigour of touch, or the richness and harmony of his colouiing. 
Young, thoughtless, spoiled by flattery and unbounded self-indulgence, 
but with a temper naturally amiable, and abilities of a superior order, 
Sardanapalus affects to undervalue the sanguinary renown of his 
ancestors as an excuse for inattention to the most necessary duties of 
his rank ; and flatters himself, while he is indulging his own sloth, that 
lio is making his people happy. Of the whole picture, selfishness is the 
prevailing feature — selfishness admirably drawn indeed ; apologised for 
by every palliating circumstance of education and habit, and clothed in 
the brightest colours of which it is susceptible from youth, talent**, and 
placability. But it is selfishness still ; and we should have been tempted 
to quarrel with the art which made vice and frivolity thus amiable, if 
Lord Byron had not pointed out with much skill the bitterness and 
weariness of spirit which invariably wait on such a character.— Bishop 
Uebkb.] 

3.— Page 229, line 24. 

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul, 

C" He sweats in dreary, dulled effeminacy."— MS.] 

4.— Page 230, line 15. 

And see the bright gems of the glittering girls, 

C" And see the gewgaws of the glittering girls." — MS.] 



6.— Page 230, line 23. 

Led by the monarch subject to his slavesA 

[Salemenes is the direct opposite to selfishness; and the character, 
though slightly sketched, displays little less ability than that of 
Sardanapalus. He is a stem, loyal, pYaVft-ftv^twv wM\sx wA^NsSik\<w^ 
clear-sighted, Just and lionourablo in Ma uUVtwAa -^Nksr^, ^w^^-^ XkaV 
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more pnnctilfous abont the means of obtaining them than might be 
expected flrom a respectable satrap of ancient Nineveh, or a respectable 
vicier of the modem Turkish empire. To his Icing, in spite of personal 
neglect and family injories, he is, throughout, pertinaciously attached 
and punctiliously faithful. To the king's rebels he is inclined to be 
nevere, bloody, and even treacherous ; an imperfection, however, in his 
character, to want which would, in his situation, be almost unnatural, 
and which is skilfully introduced as a contrast to the instinctive per- 
ception of virtue and honour which flashes out from the indolence of his 
master. Of the satrap, however, the faults as well as the virtues are 
alike the offspring of disinterested loyalty and patriotism. It is for his 
country and king that he is patient of injury; Ibr them he is valiant; 
for them cruel. He has no ambition of personal power, no thirst of 
individnal fame. In battle ani in victory, " Assyria 1 " is his only war- 
cry. When he sends off the queen and princes, he is less anxious for 
his nephews and sister than for the preservation of the line of Nimrod ; 
and, in his last moments, it is the supposed flight of his sovereign whicli 
alone distrcsEes and overcomes him.— IIebeb.J 



6.— Page 231, line 2. 

And thou, my ovon Ionian Myrrha, choose 

"The Ionian name had been still more comprehensive, having 
included the Achaians and the Boeotians, who, together -with those to 
whom it was afterwards confined, would make nearly the whole of the 
Greek nation ; and among the orientals it was always the general name 
for the Greeks."— Mitfobd'b Greece, vol. I. p. 199. 



7.— Page 231, line 10. 

Myr. The king^s choice is mine, 

[The chief charm and vivifying angel of the piece is Myrrha- the Greek 
slave of Sardanapalus— a beautiful, heroic, devoted, tind etherial being — 
ashamed of loving a barbarian — and using all her influence over him to 
ennoble as well as to adorn his existence. If the part she takes in the 
dialogue be sometimes too stibdued for the lofty danng of her character, 
it is still such as might become a Greek slave, in whom the love of 
liberty and the scorn of death were tempered by the consciousness of 
what she regarded as a degrading passion.— Jeftbet. 

Myrrha is a female Salemenes, in whom, with admirable skill, attach- 
ment to the individual Sardanapalus is substituted for the gallant 
soldier's loyalty to the descendant of kings; and whose energy of 
expostulation is softened into a subdued and winning tenderness by the 
painful recollection of her abasement as a slave in the royal harem; and 
/still more by the lowliness of perfect womanly love in the presence of, 
And towards the object of, her paasion. "Kio e\vMWi\fct ca.n be drawn more 
natural than hem; few ever Yvave "beim ftivjnx mow \ssaOo.Vci^ and 
amiable. - Hebeb.] 
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8.— rage 231, line 29. 

(To Myrrha who is goiug). 

[In the original draught, " ByhUsr] 

9.— Page 231, line 33. 

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes, 

[«I knov each glance of those deep Greek-soul'd eyes." — MS.] 

10.— Page 234, line 14. 
Which the Chaldeans read — the restless slaves 

[ " I have a mind 

To curse the restless slaves with their own wishes."— MS.] 

11.— Page 236, line 24 
Sal. He did, and thence was dcem'd a deity. 
[" He did, and thence was deem*d a god in story."— MS. 

12.— Page 236, line 32. 

Sal. Think 1 Thou hast wromj'd her! 

f In many parts of this play, it strikes me that Lord Byron has mora 
ill his eye the caso of a sinf\il Christian that has but one wife, and a sly 
business or so which sho and her kin do not approve of, than a bearded 
Oriental, like Sardanapalus, with three hundred wives and seven hundred 
concubines.— llooo. J 

13.— Page 237, line 37. 

Eat, drink, and love ; the rest *s not worth a fillip. 

" For this expedition he took only a small chosen body of the phalanx, 
but all his light troops. In the first day's march ho reached Anchialus, 
a town said to have been founded by the king of Assyria,' Sardanapalus. 
The fortifications, in their magnitude and extent, still in Arrian's time, 
bore the character of greatness, which the Assyrians appear singularly 
to have affected in works of the kiud. A monument representing 
Sardanapalus was found tliere, warranted by an inscription in Assyrian 
characters, of course in the old Assyrian language, which the Greeks, 
whether well or ill, interpreted thus : ' Sardanapalus, son of Anacyn- 
daraxes, in one day founded Anchialus and Tarsus. Eat, drink, play ; 
ail other human joys are not worth a fillip.' Supposing tliis version 
nearly exact (for Arrian says it was not quite so), whether the purpose 
has not been to invite to civil order a people disposed to turbulence, 
rather than to recommend immoderate luxury, may perhaps reasonably 
be queatioDcd. What, Indeed, could \)« t\ift o\>i%<i\. oS. ^>BJav^^1 ^^gs^^ 
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In fonndin^ snch towns in a country so distant from his capital, and so 
divided from it by an immense extent of sandy deserts and lofty 
mountains, and, still more, how the inliabitants coidd be at once in 
circumstances to abandon themselves to the intemperate joys which 
their prince has been supposed to liave recommended, is not obvious: 
but it may deserve observation that, in that line of coast, the southern 
of Lesser Asia, ruins of cities, evidently of an age after Alexander, yet 
barely named in history, at this day astonish the adventurous traveUer 
by their magnificence and elegance. Amid the desolation which, under 
a singularly barbarian government, has for so many centuries been daily 
spreading in the finest countries of the globe, whether more from soil and 
climate, or from opportunities for commerce, extraordinary means must 
have been found for communities to flourish there ; whence it may seem 
that the measures of Sardanapalus were directed by juster views than 
have been commonly ascribed to him : but that monarch having been 
the last of a dynasty ended by a revolution, obloquy on his memoiy 
would follow of course from the policy of his successors and their 
partisans. The inconsistency of traditions concerning Sardanapalus 
is striking in Diodorus's account of him." — Mitfobd's Greece^ vol. ix. 
p. 311. 

14.— Page 241, line 22. 

In guarding against all may make it less f 

[The epicurean philosophy of Sardanapalus givfes him a fine oppor- 
tunity, in his conferences with his stem and confidential adviser, 
Salemenes, to contrast his own imputed and fatal vices of ease and love 
of pleasure with the boasted virtues of his predecessors, war and 
conquest. — Jeffrey.] 

15.— Page 243, line 30. 

Thou whom he spurned so harshly, and now dared 

[ " and even dared 

Profane our presence with his savage jeers." — MS.] 

16.— Page 245, line 6. 

The very chonis of the tragic song 

[To speak of "theti-agic song" as the favourite pastime of Greece, 
two hundred years before Thcspis, is an anachronism. Nor coula 
Myrrha, at so early a period of her country's history, have spoken of 
their national hatred of kings, or of that whicli was eqiially the growth 
of a later age, — their contempt for " barbarians."— Hebeb.] 



17.— Page 246, line 16. 
TF/to knew no hrighier geras tlian sttinmer wreaths, 
[" Who loyed no gcma ao-weW «A\3cioa^ ^l T^\»s^r— 'S.^^i 
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la— Page 246, line 22. 

Flattering dust with eternity, WeU, Pania ! 

[" Wishing eternity to dost.*'— MS.] 

19.— Page 249, line 19. 

Exit. 

[There are two of Lord Byron's characteristic excellences which he 
never leaves behind, and which he has accordingly brought into his new 
domain of classic tragedy. One of these is his intense feeling of the 
loveliness of women. The other is his comprehensive sympathy 
with the vastest oblects in the material universe. There is scarcely any 
pure description of individual scenes in all his works; but the noblest 
allusions to the grandeurs of earth and heaven. The moon, the stars, 
the ocean, the mountain desert, are endowed by him with new ** Gnpeech 
and langouagei" and send to the heart their mighty voices.— Anon.J 

20.— Page 254, line 20. 

But found the monarch absent, 

["Bat found the monarch claimed his privacy.*' — MS.] 

21^Fage 254, line 81. 
The hilt quits not this hand, 
r ti n/\f else 
It quits this living hand."— MS.] 

22.— Page 258, line le. 

I see their brilliancy and feel their beauty-^ 

V* I know them beautiful, and see them brilliant."— MS. 

23.— Page 264. 

Exit with Arbaces, who follows reluctantly. 

[Arbaoes is a mere common-place warrior; and Seleses is a very 
ordinary and uninteresting villain. — Bishop Hbbeb.] 

24.— Page 266, line 20. 
Nor Baal, though an oracular deity — 

[** Nor silent Baal, our imaged deity, 
Although his marble face looka {coirain^lt 
Ab the dull shadows;' &q.— ^%.'\ 

VOL. I, "^ 
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25.— Pag« 866. line 30. 
Jn forked JUuhes a eommanding tempesu 

r In dirt«it fUshes { J,rl^?SJ21Si } tempest.--M8,] 

96.— Page 267, line 2. 

At auguries of Jove, 

[" As firom the gods to augur.** — MS.] 

27.— Page 268^ line 13. 

The ehUdish helplessness qf Asian women. 

\^ The weaker merit of oor Asian women.**— MS.l 

28.— Page 268^ line 20. 

Rather than prove it to you in your griefs, 

r" Rather than prove that love to jon in griefiB.** — MS.] 

29.— Page 268. 

Exeunt. 

[The second act, which contains the details of the oonspfraey of 
Arhaces its detection by the vigilance of Salemenes, and the too rash 
and hasty forgiveness of the rebels by the king, is, on the whole, heavy 
and uninteresting. — Jbttbet.] 

30.— Page 273, line 19. 

Sfero—I had forgotten — bring the mirror, 

[" In the third act, where Sardanapalus calls for a mirror to look at 
himself in his armour, recollect to quote the Latin passage from Juvenal 
upon Otho (a similar characteiv who did the same thing). The trait is. 
perhaps, too familiar, but it is historical (of Otho, at least), and natural 
in an effeminate character." — Lord B. to Mr. M. 

" This grasps a mirror— pathic Otho's boast 
(Auruncan Actor's spoil), where, while his host. 
With shouts, the signal of the fight required^ 
He view'd his mailed form ; vieVd, and admired 
Lo, a new subject for the historic page, 
A HiBBOB, midst the arms of civil rage ! ** 

Juv. Sat. iL OiVFOBD, tran*,"] 

81.— Page 274. 

Exeunt Sardanapalus and Slfero, 

[The b&ttle which follows is exltcuvftVyw^SiVriV^X wjA Sardanapalus 
diBplAVB the precise mixture of e«emVitvwi7 «?^ wQ5%«iA«fy!B5 wid 
talent, which belongs tohia cluMfactet^-lMftaOT Bm«»-. 
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82.— Page 279, line 27. 

Sar. Herff brother* 

[The Boene fhat ensues is yerj masterly and characteristic— JsrFBET.l 

38.— Page 283, Une 12. 

Crupn the reluctant lake that lay $o calm 

[** Crisps the unswelling ware/' &c.— MS. j 

84.— Page 283, line 28. 
And I await to second, not duturb her. 

[The fourth act opens with Myrrha watching over the slumbers of 
Sardanapalus. He wakens and tells a horrid dream, which we do not 
much admire, except that part of it which describes the form of his 
warlike ancestress Semiramis, with whom, and the rest of his regal 
predecessors, he had fancied himself at a ghostly banquet.— Hebbb.] 

85.— Page 284, line 21. 

That which may never be, 

[We do not wish to ask, we do not like to conjecture, whose sentiments 
these are. but they are certainly not the sentiments of an ancient 
Grecian heroine. They are not the sentiments which Myn-ha might 
have learned from the heroes of her native land, or from the poems 
whence those heroes derived their heroism, their contempt of death, 
" and Uieir love of virtue." Myrrha would rather have told her lover 
of those happy islands where the benevolent and the brave reposed after 
the toils of their mortal existence ; of that venerable society of departed 
warriors and sages to which, if he renounced his sloth and lived for his 
people and for glory, he might yet expect admission. The opposite 
opinions were the doubts of a later day ; and of those sophists under 
whose influence Greece soon ceased to be free, or valiant^ or virtuoms. — 
Bishop Hxbbb.] 

86.— Page 285, line 22. 

With shqfi-heads/eathet'djr'om the eagle's wing, 

["With arrows peeping through his fiftlling hair."— MS.l 

37.-Page 288, line 84. 
To drop down the Euphrates ; but ere they 

[Lord Byron, who has not in other respects shown a slavish deference 
for Diodoms Siculus, follows him In the manifest blunder of placing 
Nineveh on the Euphrates instead of the Tigris^ in opposition not only 
to the unlfyrm tradition of the East, \)ut to \Jttft «rgt«»^ *aa«e^w»A ^\ 
HerodotuB, Pliny, and Ptolemy.— H«bi&iu'\ 
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88.— Page 296» line 11. 
And beyond nature — U w nor mutual 

fFor muiudL the MS. has natural : bat we are not quite sore tiiat there 
haji been merely a misprint in the foregoing editions.] 

80.— Page 299, line 87. 

A leeeh*$ lancet would have scratched me deeper ; 

[" A leech's lancet wonld have done as mach.'* — MS.] 

40^-Page 800, line 27. 

Know not the realms where those twin genii 

[" Sunrise and sunset form the epoch of 
Sorrow and lore ; and they who mark fhem not 
Can ne'er hold converse with," &c. — MS.] 

41.— Page 801, line 6. 

0/ toiling breathers in allotted tasks 

[" Of labouring wretches in aUotted tasks."— MS.] 

42.— Page 808, line 7. 

We are nerved to look on such things* 

f** We are used to such inflictiona."— MS.1 

48.— Page 806, line 81. 

Some tu)enty stadia. 

About two miles and a halfl 

44.— Page 807, line 21. 

RueSffeatureSf climes, times,/eelings, imteUeets 

(*« Complexions, dimes, eras, and intellects.**- MS. 



45.— Page 806, line 6. 

*T is Jitll qf treasure ; tdfu it for yourself 

[AtbensBUB makes these treaaotea amoiaaX. Va »^ \hfiaaKnd myriads of 
talenta of gold, and ten times as maay \a\eu\a ol «a;^N«,^\is3siS&*.TOni 
tbHtexceedBaJl credibUity.— Rouj».i 
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46.— Page 80S, line 7. 

Though ye be many. Let the slaves be /reed, too ; 

[ " Ye will find the crevice 

To which the key fits, with a little care/'— MS.] 

■ 

47.— Page 814, line 81. 

An Indian widow braves /or custom f 

" And what Is there 

ian widow dares for custom which 
A Greek girl dare not do for love?"— MS.] 

48.— Page 815, line 18. 

Their very record ! 

[Bishop Heber objects that the purpose of the pyramids most have 
been known in the time of Sardanapaliis ; and an anonymous critic 
suspects Lord Byron of having read old Fuller, who says, in his quaint 
way, " the pyramids, doting with age, have forgotten the names of their 
founders."] 



IND OF YOL. I. 



anxDnvmn, aonxw, & oo., »aiKT»i*, "WBxnKrasjMtt* 



H 






// 



7 



i' 



